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Hats that lead 
—backed by a guarantee 


Do you know that when you buy a 
vonZalmasJat, a positive, binding guarantee 
goes to you with it? Do you know that the 
dealer who sells it does not want you to 
keep the hat unless the quality is nght in 
every particular? And in that assurance 
we stand behind the dealer who sells 


**Correct Styles for Men’’ 


This means that the hat must be right to the minutest detail before 
you buy. Careful making, rigid inspection, must make us sure 
that everv hat we send out—is worthy of our guarantee. 


von Zaalmk Styles are correct always—the highest embodiment of 
hat design and skill in manufacture. Quality of manufacture 
means that they stay right—that they continue to give you satis- 
faction. Whether your choice is a soft or stiff style, it will repay 
you to insist on this hat—a hat that is guaranteed, but that is so 
good that it does not need any guarantee. 


The new spring styles include the smartest and best rough, scratch 
and bright finish effects. You can’t fail to like them. 


Prices $3, $4 and $5. At your dealer’s, or if he cannot 
supply you, write for Spring and Summer Style Book M, 
and we will fill your order direct from factory if you in- 
dicate style wanted and give hat size, your height, weight 
and waist measure. Add 25c to cover expressage. 


We are Makers of the Kili Celebrated $3 Hat 


Factories : Offices and Sales- 


Danbury, Conn rooms: 
Niagara Falls 1178 Broadway 
Ontario, Canada New York 
Straw Hat Factory: ° 48 Summer Street 


Baltimore, Md. INCORPORATED Boston 


Panama Factory: 
New York 























[ New 612 Hato Cycle 


TARTS, runs and rides like an automobile. It is comfortable, 

S easy and clean. No pedals. The feet rest naturally on the 

foot board from which clutches, brake and muffler are opera- 

ted. Spark and throttle controlied at handle bar. 4H. P. on high 
gear with the effect of 10 H. P. on low gear enables you to go 


Anywhere Under Any Conditions 


No hill too steep, no road too sandy for the New Era which is 
so powerful, speedy, dependable and comfortable that it makes 
motorcycling a pleasure and a restful pastime. Nodirt, no fatigue, 
no danger to mar the contentment of the owner of a New Era. 

For business or pleasure the New Era meets the demands of 
those who feel the need of something less expensive than an auto- 
mobile but more practical, comfortable and efficient than the 
ordinary motorcycle. It isa two-wheel touring car for one or two 
passengers. A quality proposition throughout, yet no higher in 
price than any high grade motorcycle. 

Every lover of outdoor sport should have our literature. 
Write for it today. 
NEW ERA AUTO-CYCLE CO. 6 Second St., Dayton, Ohio 


Agents wanted where not already represented 






























tlat United Steel Sash flush to top, and narrow pilasters ¢ 


Kahn Products —The Essentials of a Modern beeen 


Kahn Building Construction and Products cover the whole field of building, 


guarantee fireprooiness, low insurance, permanence, ease of handling, abun- 

lance of daylight, all the essentials of a modern factory, warehouse, hotel, 

power building, or any other structure 

Unites Steel Sash, Fireproof, Rigid, Daylight. United Steel Sash, made ot 
id steel, uncut and unpunched, are absolutely rigid, let in floods of daylight, 

minimize accidents, cut down scrap piles, create better work, are fireproof, 

and never rot or warp. Full-width ventilators in every unit, weatherproof 


With double ircular-contact ee 


Hy - Rib — for Concrete Sidings, regen Partitions, Ceilings. Hy-Rib, a steel 





heathing, with deep, stiffening ribs, combined reinforcement, centering, studs 
nd lath. Needs no spe al equipment= any contractor can handle 
Fireproof, pe inent edu the cost of concrete con 
t10 lore economi a an brick or wood. 
he le Technical Paints and Complete Line of Building 
Specialties assure maximum efficiency in building 
Are You G s0ing to towed Our ngineers can sav money 
and ¢ ites are free Write today 


Traeed Conte Steel Same, 542 Trussed Concrete Bidg., Detroit 
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The smooth, clean-cutting, slanting stroke 
of the old-fashioned, straight razor, plus 
the guarded blade features of all safety 
razors—that 1s what we offer y in the 


Young Any. Razor 


Don’t mistake thisannouncement, you men who have Free 30 Day Trial 


7 All dealers are authorized by us 

- ‘ x - to take back the Young Any 
tried them all and found them all safe enough, but— &,.ukj.takie hous, Ane 
chase price, if after using it for 
thirty days you wish to return it. 
If your dealer cannot supply you, 


The Young isn’t ‘‘just another safety.’’ It’s safe, it’s simple, it’s compact; 

its shape is the shape you are used to; its blades hold their fine, cutting (ree eee ete oune 
edges beyond what you have been led to expect. But the dominating Any jnels zr = 
appeal of the Young is its avy angle feature—the feature that gives you — Piaeys; yrith gene 

—any man, the old timer or the beginner—that slanting stroke which is 

absolutely essential fora perfect shave. 

There is nothing to learn. The barber’s skill is in the Young. A touch 
turns the blade at any desired angle and you shave as with any safety razor. 
The Young is finality in razors. You'll come to it sooner or later. Do 
not defer your shaving comfort and satisfaction! 
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Young Safety Razor Company, 1729 Germantown Avenue, Philadelphia, Pa. 


























It is very important to keep the | 
weight of your children up to 
standard while they are grow- | 
ing. It is the time when strong | 
constitutions are built. Children 
need good substantial food—the | 
kind that will stick to the ribs. | 


Ralston Wheat Food 


contains the very nourishing ele- 
ments that build flesh, bone and 
muscle. Pure, ground, whole wheat 
with all the nutriment left in. Has 
the natural flavor and color of the 
whole wheat. 

Ralston is not factory cooked, but fresh 
cooked,every morning, in your own kitchen, 
and brought to your table tempting and 
delicious. Get a package of Ralston today, 
for your children’s sake. You will like it, too. 
Ralston is most economical—one cup makes 
a breakfast for six; 8 cups ina package. 

Purina Whole Wheat Flour 


makes delicious, nourishing bread, 
muffins, rolls, etc. Try it, too. 


Ralston Purina Company St. Louis, Mo. 





PFE Cash or | 


‘AKalama7Z0o «2s 
Direct to You ‘too Hamed 
ame 3B mae Will You Write a Postal 

to Save $5 to $40? 


That will bring the Kalamazoo Stove 
Book FREE with full particulars ofthe 
$5 to $40 saving, the $100,000 bank bond 
guarantee, 400 stoves priced 
and described. 
0 Days’ Free Trial 
360 Days’ Approval Test. 
Prompt shipment. 170,000 
customers testify thisisthe 
greateststove offerand the 
Kalamazoo the finest stove 
made, Ask for Catalog No. 176 
Kalamazoo Stove Co. 
Manufacturers 
Kalamazoo, - Mich. 




















Seventy Spring 
and Summer 
Tours, compris- | 


ing Tours de Luxe and Motor-Car Tours, 
and also Vacation Tours at Popular Prices. 
Frequent Sailings; All routes, including 
Mediterranean. 
Programme of Tours de Luxe 
Around the World now ready. 


THOS. COOK & SON 
245 Broadway, 264 Sth Avenue, NEW YORK 
Cook’s Travellers’ Cheques Good Everywhere. 








SEND FOR FREE SAMPLE 







Qu lickest and easiest polish for Bras 
Silv er, ckel, Gold. It’s mm the Clot} 
— can't spill always ready for use 
Sample Cloth Free oP Full Size Blits ¢ Clot) 
25c at stores or by ma “i Green 


S Auburn Specialties Co. ; por soy N. Y 








SPRING TOURS #2) 2espe:seis sis 


Others later. Round the 1S _ Aapeet a tour 


F. C CLARK, Times Building, NEW YORK j 


4 











Weekly letter to readers 
on advertising No.6 


T is a pleasure to see such an announcement 
as that recently made by the Paquet Com- 
pany, Ltd., of Quebec, Canada. It stated in 


a special advertisement: 


“The Paquet Company will forfeit $1,000 if it 
‘‘can be proved 


‘‘_that our advertising is wilfully untruthful 
‘‘_that the values are exaggerated 


‘‘_that the regular prices quoted for the purpose 
‘‘of comparison with the selling prices, in the case 
“of goods which have been reduced in price, are 
“other than the actual marked prices at which 
“the goods advertised were formerly offered for 
‘‘sale by the store 


‘‘__or that goods stated to have been purchased at 
‘‘an advantageous price, and described as a special 
‘‘purchase, are taken from the regular stock.”’ 


Such emphatic statements as this help to remind 
you that the trend of advertising is more and 
more to tell the absolute truth in all advertise- 
ments, and to welcome the critical investigation 
of every claim and promise made you. 


Collier’s believes in limiting its columns to such 
advertisers. Only advertisers whose claims and 
promises we believe to be perfectly reliable can 
publish claims and promises in Collier’s. 


WA. Ciince.. 


Manager Advertising Department 























WHITE Self-Starting SUX 


RODUCED to meet the 

heretofore unfilled demand 
for a powerful Six that is both 
economical in operation and sim- 
ple in construction and control. 
The White Self-Starting Six 
presents a striking contrast to the 
conventional types of six-cylinder 
cars. 


Absolutely the latest in every detail of body 
design, with lines unbroken by hinges and 
handles, the White Six incorporates the new 
and extremely convenient combination of the 
left-hand drive with a thoroughly practical and 
efficient electric starting and lighting system, 


car cons truction, to £4 he driving seat, 
Start, and light the car without the necessity 
of stepping into ‘the street. 


The White Company 


CLEVELAND 




















Manufacturers of Gasoline Motor Cars, Trucks and Taxicabs 
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Automatic 
Vacuum 
Cleaner 


With an entirely 
NEW 
PRINCIPLE 


$15.00 


Transportation prepaid 







A thorough Vacuum Cleaner getting 
every particle of dirt from carpets 
and rugs and even from beneath them. 
Can be easily worked by a child— 
used like a carpet sweeper—equipped 
|with our guaranteed indestructible 
| Diaphragn) pumps (not a bellows) 
| which for years have made ° Auto- 
| matic’’ Cleaners famous. This pump- 
| ing device insures greater suction and 
| much longer life than any other type. 
| When you clean house, don’t take 
up your carpets or rugs, clean them 
on the floor with the NU PLAN, 


Send for free booklet with full information. 








AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE. 


AUTOMATIC VACUUM CLEANER CO. 


18th Street, Bloomington, Ill. 








“3-in-One”’ is a household 

oil, lubricating, cleaning, pol- 

ishing and preventing rust — 
Try for oiling sewing machines, clocks, locks, 
guns, bicycles, etc. Try for cleaning and 
polishing any furniture; fine pianos, old 


tables, etc. Try for preventing rust on any 
metal surface. Trial bottle sent free. 


3-IN-ONE OIL CO., 42 ANH. Broadway, New York 








The University of Chicago 


Offers instruction during the 
Summer Quarter on thesame 
basis as during the other 
quarters of the academic 
year. 

The undergraduate colleges, 
the graduate schools, and 
the professional schools 
provide courses in 





Arts, Literature, Science, 
Law, Medicine, Education, 
and Divinity, Instruction is 
given by regular members 
of the University staff which 
is augmented in the summer 
by appointment of profess- 
ors and instructors from 
other institutions. 

Summer Quarter, 1912 
Ist Term June 17--July 24 
2nd Term July 25--Aug. 30 

Detailed announcements 
are now ready for distribu- 
tion, and will be sent upon 
application. 


The University of Chicago 
Chicago, Illinois 

















AGENTS—$.98 PROFIT 
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KEITH’ > 20 HOUSES 






iallyt 
id large floor - plans for 20 
lected types of Keith's best 








eas in Bungalows, Cottages 
and Houses, costing $2,000 
up. They are We coder Houses 
practi ‘al inexpensive 


s. Send silver or stamps. 
. —EE M. L, KEITH 
509 McKnight Bidg., snncapalls, Minn 
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Grandma 


On a Visit 


NE of her first cares is 
to see about her little 
grand-daughter’s teeth. 


Naturally so. 


Her own teeth are per- 
fect—good as ever— and 
she knows what that has 
meant,moreand morewith 
passing years, in health, 
good looks, well being. 


“I use Dr. Lyon's Tooth 
Powder night and morn- 
ing. Mama taught me to.” 


“Yes, dear, just as | 
taught your Mama to, and 
just as my Mama taught 
me.” 


With millions of the 
best families it is a tradi- 
tion to use 


Dr.Lyaon’s 


PERFECT 


prepared for almost half 
a century by a doc- 
tor of dental surgery. 


Three generations have 
been brought up to its use 
with increasing faith. It 
has an honorable place 
apart from ordinary tooth 
preparations. The best 
dentists prescribe it as 
they have always done. 

Because Dr. Lyon's is 
a perfect dentifrice in 
POWDER FORM, hav- 
ing no gelatine, glucose, 
glycerine, or honey to 
leave sticky masses be- 
tween the teeth to encour- 
age decay. It 
cleanses and 






The brush | 





never touches 
polishes’ the |_thiscan 
teeth, removes 
discoloration 


and tartar 
WITHOUT 
CHEMICAL 
ACTION, and 
imparts a natu- 
ral fragrance to 
thebreath. Useit 
thoroughly night 
and morning 

above all at night. 


What Dr. Lyon's does not do should be 
entrusted only to your dentist to do. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE 
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oath Powder 
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Read 
this personal talk 


on what you can and 
cannot do for your skin 


Most of us think that 
the character of our skin 
cannot be changed. Or, 
we go to the other extreme 
and think it can be changed 
over night. This is wrong. 

If there is something 
about your skin which you 
want to improve, the way 
to do is to decide upon 
the proper treatment and 
then follow it persistently. 


Woodbury devoted his entire 
life to the skin and its needs 


Get a cake of Woodbury’s 
Facial Soap today and use it 
regularly. It will bring to 
your complexion that clear- 
ness and radiance you so much 
desire. 

Woodbury’s Facial Soap 
costs 25c a cake. No one 
hesitates at the price after their 


firs st cake. 

For 4c u t end a sample 
ake. For l0c samples of Wood 
bury’s Facial Soap,Woodbury’s 
Facial Cream and Powder 
Write today to the Andreu 
Se ony Co., Dept. J, Spring 

47 


Gre . , Cincinnati, O. 


Woodbury s Facial Soap 


For sale by dealers everywhere 














in Cake 


Making 


MARBLE CAKE 


Light Part 
1% cups sugar cup brown sugar 
¥% cup milk 2 cup Crisco; add salt 
@ teaspoon soda cup molasses 
6 cup Crisco; add salt % cup sour milk 
1 teaspoon cream of 2 cups flour 


tartar ¥4 teaspoon cream of tartar 
4 eggs (white only) 4 teaspoon soda 


2% cups flour 4 eggs (yolks only) 
1 teaspoon vanilla ¥ teaspoon cinnamon, all- 
spice,cloves and nutmeg, 


A shortening richer than butter! You 
will think that such a product is im- 
possible until you use Crisco where you 
now use butter. For example, use it in 
Marble Cake, which requires a cup of 
butter. The best creamery butter that 
you can secure is nearly one-fifth water, 
whereas Crisco is a// shortening. ‘There 
being no moisture in Crisco to dry out, 
Marble Cake made with it may be kept 
twice as long without loss of its original 
delicate flavor. You can secure this fine 
flavor at every season of the year, for 
Crisco never varies. You can realize that 
this isa decided improvement over cook- 
ing butter, which does vary in color, in 
flavor and in richness during the different 
seasons. Every package of Crisco is 
just as rich as your first one and remains 
so, for it does not get strong as cooking 
butter does. 


Dark Part 


1 
a1 






Packages 25c, 
50c, and $1.00 
except in the 
Far West 


‘risco Marble Cake. 


Use this recipe for ¢ 


You will find that Crisco makes the 
white part equal to angel food i n white- 
ness, and gives both the light and dark 
parts a fine, soft texture and a richer 
flav yr than you ever have been able to 
ecure before. You will find that it 
sives actually better results than butter, 
at half the cost. 
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The Same Price the World Over 


E have accomplished the pro- tremendous buying power and manu- 
duction of Styleplus Clothes $17, facturing capacity, we found that this sutt 
by dealing straight from the of clothes could be retatled for $17. 
shoulder with concrete facts and with 
nothing else. 
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In analyzing our new product we found 
it to contain far better than the average 


In presenting Styleplus Clothes to the fabrics found in $20 and $25 clothes— 
men of America we shall employ the plus all the way through. Our design- 
same simple principle. ers, than whom there are none higher in 


their craft, had produced styles that, line 
on line, reflected the best thought of the 
season—Pp/us all the way through. Our 


And so we have devoted none of this 
space to meaningless style pictures. 


Styleplus Clothes $17 are the result of an highly trained and efhcient workmen 
intensely concentrated effort by the lar- had produced finish and fit that ranked 
gest, most highly specialized clothing fac- with the $25 grades—p/us all the way 
tory in the world to produce a suit of through again. Our experience, work- 
clothes to retail at $20 that would surpass manship and fabrics guarantee better 
the best clothes being offered anywhere than the usual wear—service-p/us all 
at that price—or even at $25. the way through. 

When we computed our costs, estimated And so this line came to be called Style- 
probable sales, taking into account our plus Clothes. It means 


Style + Values Style + Quality 
Style + Workmanship Style + Materials 
Style + Fit Style + Service 


The production of Styleplus Clothes $17 is a new milestone in the progress of good clothes develop- 
ment in America. It is nothing short of a great victory. It is recognized as a wonderful accomplish- 
ment by all men who know anything about the making of clothes. It means more to the everyday 
man than anything that has ever before happened in the “clothing world. 


This accomplishment would not have been possible but for our 63 years of conscientious study and 
work. It would not have been possible but for the 50,000,000 suits and overcoats that we have made 
and sold. From every one of these 50,000,000 garments we have learned something and this some- 
thing is embodied in every suit of Styleplus Clothes. 


This accomplishment would not have been possible but for our tremendous buying power, which gives 
us the first choice of the fabric market and often the whole output of a mill. 


It would not have been possible but for our immense manufacturing facilities that insure superior 
tailoring, highly specialized skill and exact uniformity, the concentrated efforts of thousands of skilled 
workers and the entire organization of the largest clothing factory in the world. 


It would not have been possible but for the fact that we employ and pay inviting salaries to the most 
proficient designers in the trade. 


We guarantee Styleplus fabrics to be all wool or wool and silk, thoroughly shrunk, every Styleplus coat to be strictly hand-tailored, 
and guarantee the perfect wear of every Styleplus garment and a new suit where satisfactory wear is not realized. 
Styleplus Clothes are so well made, of such superior materials that we can afford to make the following additional and unusual guarantee. 


Style Service Whenever a purchaser of Styleplus Clothes finds a button gone, or loose, or a tear or in need of repairing, he can 


walk into the nearest Styleplus Store and this repairing (other than pressing) will be done for him free of charge. 
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— You should find a Stvleplus agent near you. If you have any difficulty, write to Henry Sonneborn & Co., 

at ; 4 

fi and we will send you a style folder, factory booklet and samples and see that your needs are supplied by 

Z BAD the nearest Styleplus distributor. Look for the label in the coat. Look for the guarantee in the pocket. 
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ELECTRICITY AND RELIGION 

JEVERAL YEARS of careful effort come to a head 
in the month of April. The Men and Religion 
Forward Movement has been preaching, lectur 
ing, and instructing several million persons in 
social reform, work among boys, Bible study, and 
how to revive the tired church. It has had a 
widespread career in hundreds of cities and towns. 
The emphasis throughout the revival has been on 
the masculine element —the appeal of religion 
for business men, professional men, laboring men, and growing boys 











Powerful specialists, of strong physique and long experience, have 
The total volume of their work 
is to be summed up, and then aimed at the long future, in a conserva- 
tion congress, to be held in New York the latter part of April. Books 
are to be published about the experience gained and the methods 
devised, in stimulating the country church, in explaining labor and 
capital to each other, in saving boys from the street, and in proving to 
men that religion is a vital thing, closely related to seven days of 


proved the virility of such a message. 


every week. Advertising space on the sporting pages of newspapers 
is being laden with the news that the churches are as active in the 
adventure of life as track meets and prize fights. 
night are spangling the metropolitan sky. 


Electric signs at 


SHORT BALLOT 

ETITIONS from the city of Chicago alone, for names to be placed 

on the primary ballot, have been filed by 388 Republicans and 555 
Democrats. In addition, each precinct elects one Republican and one 
Democratic committeeman, the names of whom are not printed on the 
ballot but are written or pasted on, and there are at least two candidates 
for each party in every precinct. Assuming that there are four candi- 
dates in the 1,325 precincts, this makes 5,300 candidates. Adding the 
388 Republicans and 555 Democrats gives a total of 6,243 people running 
for office in Chicago at the present time. 
there might be a parade made up of 6,000 or more candidates. Possibly 


It has been suggested that 
that might show the need of the short ballot 


GOVERNMENT AND GREATNESS 

HOMAS H. BENTON said in the United States Senate, in 1824, 
that it was the duty of statesmen to select that method, in the 
choice of the Chief Magistrate, which would give ** to every individual 
citizen a fair opportunity of voting according to his will.’’ He was 
discussing questions different in detail, but many of his statements might 
be used in support of Senator CUMMINS’s presidential primary bill. ‘‘ I 
affirm those periods of history to be the most glorious in arms, the most 

renowned in arts, the most celebrated in letters, the most useful in pra 
tice, and the most happy in the condition of the people, in which the whole 
body of the people voted direct for the chief officer of the country.’’ In 
Rome it is to a ** short period, during which the consuls, tribunes, and 
pretors were annually elected by a direct vote of the people, to which we 
look ourselves, and to which we direct the infant minds of our children, 
for all the works and monuments of Roman greatness.’’ You would do 
well to read it all, in Chapter XV of the ** Thirty Years’ View Take the 
most brilliant period in all human history, the blossoming of the genius 
of the Greeks: ‘‘ It is to an ephemeral period of one hundred and fifty 
] 


years only, the period of popular elections, that we are to look for 


that galaxy of names which shed so much luster upon their country 


These short and brilliant periods exhibit the triumph of popular elec 


tions hen the right of suffrage was enjoyed; the sovereignty of 
the people was no fiction. Then a sublime spectacle was seen, when 
the Roman citizen advanced to the polls and proclaimed: ‘I vote for 
Cato to be Consul’; the Athenians, ‘I vote for ARisripEs to be 


Archon.’ And why may not an American do the same? . . . Why 
is he compelled to put his vote in the hands of another, and to incur all 
the hazards of an irresponsible agency, when he himself could imme 
diately give his own vote for his own chosen candidate, without the 
slightest assistance from agents or managers?’’ Now what do you 
think of that? Does it sound a little radical? Remember it is from 


one of the old-time statesmen and bulwarks of the Republi 


AIN’T 17 AWFUL? 
TERRIBLE CHARGE has been promulgated by Hears He 


speaks scornfully of the utter silence which Prof. W1LSON insists 


ipon before he begins his address.’’ In other words, he quietly and 
grat efully waits tor the proper moment to begin | s is perhaps the 
most damaging attack yet made by HEArs1 





























WILSON’S ENEMIES 

HE FORMAL or informal cooperation of the Democratic State 

machines, whether they prefer HaAarMon, UNDERWOOD, or CLARK, 
to check the Wilson movement at any price, is a genuine damage to the 
Governor’s chances. The continued vituperation of HrEArst, on the 
other hand, should be looked upon by WILSON as a celestial gift. The 
Washington ** Post’? belongs to Joun R. McLean, who has combined 
criminal advertising with underground politics and public service 
manipulation successfully enough to become rich—possibly, for all we 
know, as rich as Hearst himself. It is this paper that ALSORANDOLPH 
chose in which to give another blast against his pet enemy. HeEarsvt, 
by the way, was booming McLean industriously for Senator not long 
since. Now it is MCLEAN’s turn to play WILLY’s game. HEArsr will 
never cease to believe that he has a chance to become President himself, 
and so will never stop throwing dirt at those who interfere, whether it 
be silly baits for the careless reader about WILSON now, or malicious lies 
about HuGues following suddenly his limitless praise of him, the change 
coming the very day Hearst thought he saw himself as Governor. 
Whenever he tries for an office he spits on somebody, and it is likely to 
be the most deserving man he can find. Of WiLson he now says: ‘‘ I 
will not advise the people to support him, let all the dogs from Spot to 
Cerberus howl as they will.’’ Courage, you see. Also disinterested- 
ness. Of his reasons he says, ** at least they are not selfish,’’ and again: 
“I have a high conception of my journalistic duties and responsibilities, 
and I adhere to that conception with devotion and without deviation.”’ 
Splendid, RANDOLPH, splendid, you are one of the noblest heroes (the 
only noble one) that you have ever known. 
comment on WILSON, see how you like this: ** The constant intrusion 


As a sample of Hearst 


of certain pieces of silver into the career of our modern convert is more 


suggestive of a Judas than of a St. Paul.’’ 


A HISTORIAN IN UTTAR 
eg PEOPLE take chances that angels would hesitate to take. 
The editor of the Salt Lake City ** Herald-Republican’’ is such. 
We jeered at him a bit the other day for his ignorance of American his- 
tory as applied to WASHINGTON’s third term ideas, whereupon he comes 
back with the following: 

WASHINGTON’s farewell address, in which he drew from his wealth of experi 
ence, wisdom, and patriotism for the benefit of his contemporaries as well as their 
posterity, is so plain on the third-term question and upon the various fads which 
CoLLier’s is urging that the Weekly’s evident belief in the irrelevance of that great 
document is about the only consistent attitude a constant reader has observed in 
COLLIER’s since aristocracy was shaken from its control of the governmental depart 
ments at Washington 
As WASHINGTON’S farewell address carefully omitted all reference to the 
third-term principle, we are still puzzled about what really goes on in 


the heads of beings like the editor of the ** Herald-Republican 


WASHINGTON ON PARTISANSHIP 
VER AND OVER AGAIN WasntINGTON expressed his distrust of 
too much party feeling, and as late as 1796 he wrote to JEFFERSON 
in so many words that he himself was no party man. Naturally related 
to his freedom from excessive party loyalty was his freedom from per 
* connection 
of blood or friendship’? to have the least influence on his public 


sonal ties. As he expressed it, he would not allow any 


decisions. Few things seemed more undesirable to the father of his 
country than a loyalty to persons or to party which was not founded 
on intelligent and unbiased conviction 


A SUITABLE MEMORITIAI 
S' ATUES TO THOMAS JEFFERSON are contemplated in Wash 
J ington, New York, and very possibly elsewhere. A pamphlet 
reaches us, signed by Mrs. MarTiIn LirTLEToN, making the point that a 
nuch more significant memorial would be the purchase by the nation of 
the house and grounds and graveyard at Monticello, now owned by Mr 
JEFFERSON Levy. ‘There can be no doubt of the justice of this position 
It would have appealed especially to JEFFERSON himself, whose taste 
was of the highest, and whose love of the country, of Virginia, and of 
his home was intense. It will be remembered that in giving directions 
for his own epitaph he made no reference to having been Governor, 
Secretary of State, Vice President, or President, bué referred merely t 
his being the father of the University of Virginia aiid author of thi 
Declaration of American Independence and of the Virginia statute 
guaranteeing religious freedom It is obvious that in the estate, the 
dwelling, and the graveyard are concentrated some of the noblest 
memories of American history, which are of vastly more significance t 


the American nation than stone effigies stuck about here and there. 
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LOOKING AHEAD 


URING ONE of the yellow fever epidemics which scourged Ameri- 

can cities during the eighteenth and a part of the nineteenth 
century, THOMAS JEFFERSON found ‘‘ consolation ’’ in reflecting that 
Providence had so ordered things ‘‘ that most evils are the means of 
producing some good. ‘The yellow fever will discourage the growth of 
great cities in our nation.’’ JEFFERSON regarded great cities as more 
pestilential than any epidemic. His optimism was unfounded. We 
have put yellow fever in chains, but we have the great cities. 


LIFE ETERNAL 
A’ EASTER TIME the resurrection mood predominates, but the 
thought of death can never cease to be a background to the 
thought of life. Happy are those who are able to adjust themselves to 
the inevitable final curtain. Few perhaps can express their faith in 
continuance with the eloquence of old Sir THomas Browne: 

Now, for my life, it is a miracle of thirty years, which, to relate, were not a 

history but a piece of poetry. For the world, I count it not an inn but a hos 
pital; and a place not to live, but to die in. The world that I regard is myself 
The earth is a point not only in respect of the heavens above us, but of that heavy 
enly and celestial part within us. That mass of flesh that circumscribes me limits 
not my mind. The surface that tells the heavens it hath an end cannot persuade 
me | have any. 
A man who had the mind and imagination of a really great poet, but 
seldom the simplicity of presentation to give to his thoughts and 
visions the prominence which they deserved was JoHN Donne, and he 
has spoken of immortality in a way which has a certain kinship with 
what we have quoted from BROWNE: 

And this is brought nearer and nearer unto us, as we come nearer and nearer to 
our end. As he that travels weary and late towards a great city, is glad when he 
comes to a place of execution, because he knows that is near the town; so when 
thou comest to the gate of death, glad of that, for it is but one step from that to 
thy Jerusalem... . 

The sun is setting to thee, and that forever; thy houses and furniture, thy 
gardens and orchards, thy titles and offices, thy wife and children are departing 
from thee 

Behold then a new light! Though in the eyes of men thou lie upon that 
bed, as a statue on a tomb, yet, in the eyes of Gop, thou standest as a colossus, one 
foot in one, another in another land 
Whether we find existence disappointing and cruel or lovable and 
engaging, the desire to continue is the same. The old man, tired of 
life and without a high estimate of its value, is as sorry to see the end, 
and often sorrier, than the enthusiastic youth. The imagination of 
every period in life, and of every race, casts itself forward with a belief 
in immortality, fortified by unsatisfied desire. 


ARE THEY? 

RE THE DEMOCRATS going to amend the Pure Food and 

Drugs Act to meet the criticism of the Supreme Court? Are 
they going to establish a national bureau of health? We inquire to 
know. Also, we pause for a reply. 

Moreover, considering this general question of standards of purity 
and honesty in food and drugs, can anyone be surprised that Dr. 
WILEY, after bearing the brunt of the contest for so long, should have 
lost heart, when the President continued to stand by a Secretary who, 
with his favorite underlings, was busy undoing the work accomplished 
by Dr. Witey and by those reform forces which succeeded in getting 
the Pure Food and Drugs Act through Congress? The installment, i 


this issue, of the record of Secretary WiLson, indicates that his sym- 
pathy with the predatory classes is not confined to food. This week’s 
article shows clearly how it is applied to investments. The next and 
last article will present other aspects of the Secretary’s activities. 


TRICKS OF LONG AGO 

NERTAIN PAPERS PUBLISHED in Holland two hundred years 

A ago have just been brought to our attention. One of them has a 
first page devoted to religious matters, especially to a collection of ser 
mons and to the works of Joun Bunyan, while the back page is covered 
entirely with an advertisement giving a list of the apothecary shops which 
offer a cure for an incurable disease, this cure to take thirty or forty days, 
not to interfere with daily affairs, and to be effective even though the dis- 
ease has already attacked the bones. If you disbelieve these claims you 
are referred to thousands of persons who have written in grateful letters 
of endorsement. The price is about $3 a bottle. Only a little while ago, 
when the Queen of Holland was about to have a baby, a German patent 
medicine firm published broadcast the statement that the attending phy 
sician had used its patent-medicine remedy, the basis for this claim being 
that the firm had sent to Professor KouwER a bottle of the medicine, which 
he had presumably failed to return. But while the industry has a distin 








guished history, ancient and modern, it has reached larger proportions and 
greater power in the United States to-day than it has ever known before. 
It is for that reason that Mr. ApaAms was justified in calling his former 
series ‘*‘ The Great American Fraud,’’ and the series which he is to run 
during the present season wil! indicate that that title is still appropriate. 


THE HARD-BOILED HAT 

HY MUST WOMAN bear most of the burden for slavery to dress 

when man certainly has no more freedom than she? This could 
be illustrated in a number of different ways, including collars that choke 
and are too easily soiled, but what is really in our mind is the hair-and- 
brain-and-comfort-destroying derby. It makes the head look like a 
peanut. It is worn in the spring long after the owner longs for the 
straw hat, and in the autumn when he wishes to continue with the 
straw, and in the winter when he desires a comfortable, pleasant, soft, 
warm covering. Perhaps the cap is gaining a little in popularity, and 
also the soft felt, but the progress is not enough to be noticeable. For 
what progress there is we can probably thank the automobile. We cer- 
tainly cannot thank the intelligence of men. 


ACCURACY 

HE EDITOR of an American publication spoke recently in Canada 

about American journalism, describing the growth of the modern 
type which being neither yellow nor hidebound best represents the 
needs and strivings of democracy. He selected three newspapers which 
he said would illustrate various aspects of this most desirable type. 
Thereupon a special dispatch was sent hither and yon, naming these 
three papers and saying he had called them the three best newspapers 
in the United States. Of course, the exact statement will never be 
known to those who read the inexact one. This is not’a fault of our 
news service so much as of human nature. ‘The average man is not very 
much interested in fine shadings or splitting hairs. The statement 
actually made by the editor is to his mind almost exactly the same as 
the one which was sent around the country. 


TRUTH AND FICTION 
HE FACTS about the strange acts of one exceptional human being, 
provided they are stated with the proof, will be accepted, though 
they may vary greatly from the reader’s imagined picture of how a human 
being under the circumstances would act. Truth, if submitted with 
names and dates, will convince a thousand, no one of whom would be 
convinced by the same happening in a novel. The other day a man 
desirous of giving up $250 ** conscience money’ wrapped it in a pack- 
age and left it in the street with a note presenting it to the first human 
being who happened to find it. The novelist would have to prepare for 
this very carefully to make it go. Fiction seldom dare be as strange as 
truth often Is. 
MORE POPULAR SONGS 
W* MADE UP a catalogue recently of popular songs of the last 
two decades. Hardly was it set in type before those omitted 
began to swarm to memory. ‘*Shoo Fly! Don’t Bother Me,’’ might 
have been added to'the old-timers. There were: ‘‘ Put Me Off at 
Buffalo,’’ ‘* And Her Golden Hair Was Hanging Down Her Back,’’ ‘‘On 
the Banks of the Wabash Far Away,’’ ** Rosie O’Grady,’’ ‘‘ Take Me 
Back, Back, Back to Baltimore ’’; and ‘* I'd Leave My Happy Home for 
’** She was Happy Till She 
Met You,’’ ‘‘ Bedelia,’’ ‘‘ Sammy,’’ and ** Teasing’’ had their intense 


You-00-00-00-00,’’ ‘* Good-by, Dolly Gray,’ 


and fleeting existence. ‘Too popular to be overlooked were: ‘‘ Mister 
Dooley,’’ ‘‘ In the Shade of the Old Apple Tree,’’ ‘* Everybody Works 
but Father,’’ ‘* Waiting at the Church 
if all were transitory except ** There’ll Be a Hot Time in the Old Town 
To-night.”’ 


Of the whole crop it seems as 


THE COMING OF SPRING 
HE RAGE of the winter is about to end. Its fury dwindles and 


blends into open and rejoicing days. Passing away from rigors 
and biting airs we shall be at home in life, and draw near the heart of 
being. Nature reveals again her intimacies. As we stroll down the 
greening lanes, bright-faced and random weeds lay bare their wayside 
beauty. Frost-bitten starlings and chickadees are sunned from their 
forlornness. Prowling village cats, putting off their starved cathood, 
recover sleek prosperity. ‘That haunch of beef in the storehouse, 


through which but yesterday a saw could hardly bite, loses its rigidity. 
No longer, up out of the well, comes the bucket edged with splinters of 
ice. The barnyard, lately wiped bare by nor’westers, is full of inhabi 
tants in motion, and finds again its various voices; a cackle, a mellow 


mooit and the scratching, pawing, rooting of reawakened life. 
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By CHARLES 







HERE ¢s @ time when the young Year 
hee Goes mad with very ecstasy; 
When all the rapture of the world 
Ts crushed in one wild melody. 








It ts the hour when April comes 
With silver flute and vtrelay, 

With magic pipe and madrigal, 

| And sings her happy heart away. 
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APRIL MADNESS. 





HANSON TOWNE 


The bloom and wonder of the Spring 
Are vocal on her golden tongue ; 

The soul of Music comes to earth, 
And life, and love, and joy are young. 


Join, O my heart, in this wild song; 
The gocund April sets you free. 

Drink the old wine of her new days 
Go mad with very ecstasy! 
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By Joseph Smith. 





HE room, lighted by a glow- 
ing lamp, was airy, cheer- 
ful, scrupulously clean, 
and furnished with a sim- 
plicity that was almost 
austere. The man sat in 
a heavy oaken chair be- 
side a table littered with 
books and papers; he sat 
in an attitude of dejec- 
tion, staring as if into 

illimitable space, his hands clasped, sorrow and dis- 

appointment written in his features. Outside a cold 
sleet storm swept the streets and beat upon the 
windows and gave a sense of comfort to the room. 

The man unclasped his hands and rose with a 
sigh. “I wonder,” he said wearily, “if my practical 
friends are right after all? Are there no cures for 
the ills of this civilization except work and sweat, 
weariness and patience? I do not grudge my time 
and labor, or anything that is in me, to lighten the 
loads of the heavy-laden all round me; but why do 
I see so little harvest for so much seed-sowing? 
Am I after all only the meddler in the lives of 
these poor and hopeless ones, that my cynical breth- 
ren say I am? Perhaps I am only tired, perhaps [| 
am expecting too much. The judgments.of heaven 
are wiser than those of earth; it measures us by 
our efforts, not by our accomplishments. Ah, 
well!” 

The tired man, who was noble in stature and 
form and handsome of face and feature, walked 
back and forth slowly; he lifted an uncut let- 
ter from the table, held it in his hand a moment, 
and murmured: “The first line I have had from 
Margaret since the old year died. Does she still 
love the light and life of frivolity better than the 
man who, dreaming of her day and night, still 
loves God and duty more; or does she relent and 
hear the voices calling her to higher things? Dis- 
appointment comes soon enough to all men; joy is 
sweeter for the waiting; I will wait until the sun 
of Easter rises.” He placed the letter back upon 
the table, put out the light of the lamp, and walked 
slowly and wearily into an adjoining room. When 
he had knelt by his bedside and prayed, he rose, 
disrobed, and lay down to sleep; and while he 
slept he saw this vision. 






































N AN attic in a high ramshackle tenement house, 

from whose single window one might look away 
from the noisy city across the shining river into 
the sweet green fields beyond, the young poet lay 
dead upon a cot. A plain wooden chair and a table 
littered with papers, the only furnishings of the 
room, served to emphasize its bareness. Upon the 
white, calm face of the poet still lingered the ghost 
of a smile; the thin, slender, graceful hands were 
crossed upon his breast; want and deprivation but 
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emphasized the dignity and nobility of his features ; 
the soft brown hair had been brushed back from 
the high, white brow; and a sense of peace, rest, 
and content hovered about him. In one of his 
hands a rose had been placed which exhaled a 
faint, sweet essence. 

Two women stpod beside the cot weeping gently ; 
one was old and gray, the other was young and 
beautiful. 

“He was the child of my womb,” said the gray 
woman, “and I saw him come up like a flower; I 
saw his body grow and his soul expand; but he 
went out from me when his fellows called that 
his songs might inspire the weak with strength and 
the strong with pity. He strove to heal the grief of 
the afflicted and the wounds of the stricken; and 
always he taught peace and brotherhood. Yet men 
did not understand; only a mother may under- 

















stand the soul of her son—a mother and God. And 
now I am alone.” 

“Not alone,” answered the ycunger woman. “You 
have me. We will be one in a common love. He 
was the love of my heart and I saw the light of 
responsive love in his eyes; yet he put me aside, 
gently and sweetly, even as he turned from you, to 
give his soul and his song to his race. The world 
would not listen and understand; it called him a 
dreamer and a visionary; but the words he sent out 
into the air have brought balm to many a weak, 
weary, and sorrowing heart. They understanc; we 
understand; God understands; he has not wrought 
in vain.” 

Arm in arm the women went from the presence 
of the dead to prepare him for his final journey, 
while the poet’s soul was winging its way beyond 
the stars. 


HE Great Man lay dead. The wife of his 

humble youth, for whom he had apologized to 
his fashionable friends, wept by his dead clay, 
alone; his children and kin wore a look of assumed 
grief that scarce concealed the joy of anticipated 
legacies; solemn quacks waited in an antechamber 
discussing in hushed tones his symptoms and the 
measure of their tolls; and a personal press mar- 
veled how the earth could turn on its axis now 
that the directing hand of Croesus was dead and 
nerveless. 

While the clay of the Great Man was being borne 
away to that place of bones, where worms feast and 
men are forgotten, and while solerin prayers were 
being muttered over the soulless clay, the ghost of 
Creesus went forth into chaos seeking an eternal 
abiding place. The spirit saw afar off the gleam- 
ing, pearly gates, and observed a riultitude of hum- 
ble souls moving slowly and uncertainly toward the 
Abode of Light, as if questioning their worthiness 
to enter. 

Not so the Great Man. Croesus knew his own 
worth; all earth had bowed to him; statesmen had 
trembled and parliaments groveled at the jingle of 
his dollars; and commerce had ceased and the 
toiler starved at his nod. There could be no ques- 
tion of his eligibility, even if celestial delegations 
had not hastened forth to greet him. 


T THE pearly gates he stopped and watched 
with scorn the poor and humble souls who joy- 
ously entered :n. Plainly he had missed the Prin- 
cipal Gate reserved for the great of earth, and as 
certainly the guardians of the gate did not recognize 
the Great Man. With some irritation, he called to 
the guardian: 
“Has any place been reserved for me?” 
“For every spirit released from clay there is a 
place reserved,” the angel said mildly. “Who are 


you a (Concluded on page 38 
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made in the Grand Canon of Arizona by Dr. Arnold Genthe of New York 
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A Preacher to the Procession 

















Drougher 
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THE PURPOSE BEHIND THE IDEA 


FORCE AND CHARACTER. 
DISREGARDED. FOUR 
CATHOLIC PRIEST COMPRISE THE 
PREACHERS TO BE PICTURED IN 
BE THE REV. GEORGE HAMILTON 
STEPHEN S. WISE OF NEW YORK 
T. RUSSELL OF WASHINGTON, 











THIS IS THE FIRST OF SIX ARTICLES ON PREACHERS 
IS ONE OF PLAIN REPORTING, A 
VISUALIZATION OF MEN WHO DOMINATE THEIR CONGREGATIONS, 
AND WHOSE ACHIEVEMENTS ARGUE PERSONALITIES OF UNIQUE 
DENOMINATIONAL 
PROTESTANTS, A 


THE REV. DR. JAMES 
YORK CITY, AND THE REV. DR. WASHINGTON GLADDEN OF COLUMBUS 


IN AMERICA. 


LINES HAVE BEEN 
JEWISH RABBI, AND A 
SUBJECTS OF THE SERIES. THE 
THE ENSUING ARTICLES WILL 
COMBS OF KANSAS CITY, RABBI 
CITY, THE RIGHT REV. WILLIAM 
H. JOWETT OF NEW | 
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MAGINE the Hippodrome Its annual budget 
the largest playhouse of | James Whitcomb 
, New York City and of to the 

— | @& || the New World! Im- 
A agine it filled with people 
from footlight to the 
last row in the topmost 
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procession.” His 





His predecessor, the 
Burdette, had done the 








Pa gallery —orchestra, dress and he talked that 
Ra ° : 
We cn circle, and balconies —a 

Pe) 





huge uprising, semicircu- to him. 
lar bowl, lined with hu- With a companion | 
thus, and then strip the morning to hear Dr. 
Indians and the soldiers, the the huge theatrical 
camels; take away the ¢ tracted by a portrait 
thundering hoofs of horses, see headliner of 
dramatic hefore the 








Imagine it 
stage; take away the 
elephants and the ‘areening 
what 
himself 

religious worship, | 
accustomed to panoply their productions ture of Dr. Brougher, 
Instead of all this, stage with a chorus 
choir in white smocks, and in front of the 
shock-headed preacher; but 


stage coaches and the 


and all that 
with 


strange conglomeration of 


activities which these inventive stage mai 


agers af&¢ 
people the 
choir 
put a lean, upstanding, 


leave the audicnce—a regular Hippodrome audience to offer us the courtesy 
on the biggest Saturday night. Imagine all of this, you get that? 
I say, and what you have is not the Hippodrome, — 
greatest play in the New World, nor any ROM the box of the courteous Mr 
louse at all, but the Temple Baptist Church 
\ngeles, California, with James Whitcoml fifths of which were men. 


Brougher, D.D., in the pulpit. one-half of 


totals 
Srougher, is 


ministry to the multitude. 

noted humorist, 
same sort of thing. 
is a man of simple-hearted faith in 
faith without frills and without 
fretful fervor to the thousands who came to listen 


went ona 
Brougher preach 
lobby, 


discovered it to be the pix 
who was thereon 
‘The Preacher Humorist.’ 
that the main floor is not open to the general pub 
lic until eleven o’clock, but a gentleman approached 


surveyed the great and growing audience, two 


this two-fifths were 


























Brougher as assistant for a dozen 
Paterson, New Jersey; at 
Tennessee; and at Portland, Oregon. Another was 
the pastor emeritus, Robert J. Burdette. The fourth 
Robert J was a visiting clergyman. The entry of the 

3urdette ters was the cue for the 
creep softly up into the flies, revealing a-choir of 
some two hundred men and women seated in r 
ranks, the women in white robes. The pastor 
raised his hand. The vast audience 
Sunday feet with one motion like the rising of a 
and stood with bowed heads while the thin, 


$40,000, yet the pastor, Dr. years or 
frankly “preaching 


ambition is a Jesus-like 


more at Chattanooga, 


minis 


green stage curtains to 
Jesus Christ, 


ised 


swept to its 
bright billow, 


Entering pene 


our attention was at trating voice of the pastor emeritus invoked the 

upon an easel. Pausing to divine blessing. There was singing of hymns, and 
vaudeville had thus thrust then the pastoral prayer, also by Dr. Burdette 

attention of people bent on Dr. Brougher has no fatal gift of beauty He 


Apollos, but never with 
chin so 


might be confounded with 
\pollo! He has a 


billed as would 


prominent it 


In the foyer we learned drive every other feature off his face were it not 
that a strong mouth, with a stubborn, self-assertive 
lip resolutely stops the upsweep of that chin, and 


demands consideration for th 


And yet the face is not unsym 


of his box 30x! Do — indignantly some 
rest of the face. 
metrical. A pair of y 
with a forehead brush-crowned but 
kindly, snappy eyes complete the 
About Dr. Brougher 
eccentric type of preache 


leveled bushy brows topped 


Edwards we broad, and 
picture pleasingly 
belongs to the 


r, but he 


The Temple Baptist Church is a downtown sufficiently mature to have the is not uncouth or uneducated 
proposition It faces downtown problems—faces tinge of gray in their hair. There His speech abounds at times 11 
them, please note—does not turn its back and run were no signs of extreme poverty colloquialism—and never in ped 
away It has quarters in a business block in the nor excessive wealth. It was a antries He does not bully his 
heart of the city. Six days in the week its audito very average audience of very audience and he does vot toady 
rium is one of the big theatres of America. On average people, just human to it. He treats it with respect 


beings, as nearly 
of the plain people 


worshiping place of a church 


Ministers have an expression 


the seventh it is the 
of the living God 


characteristic 
as would ever 


and consideration, but there 


no excess of honeyed phrase. 


to-day Preaching to the procession,’ to denote be seen. They were the common example of the quite master! 
he transient character of modern church audi- people—of Lincoln, of Luther, skill with which, while voiding 
Jesus Christ; honest, sober- excess of language or ki 


ences and church memberships. It is difficult to — of 


ongregation the old way upon a latter-day thinking, sober-living, 


mstituency that is in continual ferment. The § sort of folk who love and are to gratify the feeling 
church directory becomes nothing more than the happy ; who struggle and toil: hearers and place 
register of a religious hotel, where people drop in who know something of sorrow rapport with them, 
n the | uropean plan They occupy apartments for and something of joy; who have greeting 
an hour. They breakfast or lunch, or perhaps dine, managed to get a good deal out “If you are all as 
bread of life which is broken there, and of life, but after all have found cheerful during the 
mn to browse in other pastures. life taking a great deal out of I wish you to be, 





them. It was to fill the vacuum 
femple Baptist Church is not quarreling thus created that they had come people on the fac« 
ondition. It is meeting it. It hasa here 
membership of some fourteen hundred An invisible organ was sound- grad then he st 
pires to greater permanency, aspires ing and Christmas chimes were “ preach \ few 
ne of the vested religious interests of echoing; but the curtain was were turned on 
\ngeles; aspires even to own the down and the stage in front of text, enough to lighter 
000 business property in which it is now it empty save for a reading features against the 
hurch has many activities. It is desk and two or three dignified f choir and s 
( uborganized, a regular department looking chairs. Four men in title of his s 
ion Efficiency is a keynote of its black clericals came on at the areates Anthe I 
The pastor has five paid assistants and left of the stage. One of these id h ext 
\ red lunteer workers. The church was the pastor, Dr. Broughe1 to God in the Hig 
n foreign field it has tw inother was the assistant pastor He seemed to be kneeling { Pea \ 
{ en in the home land Dr. Bentzier, who has been witl ver the wounded Whom He 1 \ 
ideusanenpomiemaaentn PELE Oe a eit Ray SHAN MDE AAI ia ee Pee SLE De OO — 
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everyday 


hinges, he 
1 


of pregnant 


the happiest and most 
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Cc O L l I Ek R 


read the text in a 
high-pitched, heady 
tone that was utterly 
lacking in magnetism. 
As he looked out over 
the audience his thin 
figure drooped. One 
might have said that 
he had neither the 
physical force to make 
himself heard during 
the length of the ser- 
mon by this great au- 
dience, nor the vitality 
to attempt to do so 
He read the text and 
stood motionless, a lay 
figure in a frock coat, 
double - breasted, un- 
buttoned, but carefully 
hanging 
His trou- 
conscien- 


pressed and 
gracefully. 
were 
creased A 


sers 
tiously 
rather large black tie 
was at his throat. His 
complexion is dark. 
His face is beardless 
He looked more the 
political orator or the 
villain in the melo- 
drama than he did the 
preacher, but, as he 
stood, with those 
snappy eyes lurking under heavy brows, roving over 
his audience, taking them in row by row, tier by 
tier, box by box, gallery upon gallery mounting 
upward, upward to the very top, to the fifth and 
last balcony, one was sensible of a great and grow- 
ing magnetism within the man. Here was undoubt- 
edly an orator at perfect ease, conscious of his 
strength, gratified with his »pportunity, feeling 
equal to the occasion. When he was ready he 
would speak. Presently he began to speak in a 
voice that was high-pitched, and promised to be 
tiresome, but that instead grew animated as his 
mind began to take hold of its thought 





Aiming an uppercut 


A HE spoke he walked to and fro in front of 
the footlights, and continually one was im- 
pressed with either the utter lack of staginess or 
the consummate art of it. As he moved he gestured, 
leaning forward at times, one hand upon his knee; 
his eyes narrow, his pugnacious chin thrust up; 
and then he would straighten and stride to and 
fro again, a very plain, a very ordinary-looking man 
who gropes for words and expresses himsclf pain 
fully, with a touch of awkwardness and an old 
fashioned rhythm in his utterances. But presently 
a change comes over him; harmonies appear in his 
speech; metaphors flourish and sentences swing; 
periods are rounded; the thunder of oratory rever 
berates, and the spell of the preacher has possessed 
the man and the congregation. His style is declama- 
tory; his harsh, and the finish of his 
climaxes are painfully melodramatic; but always 
there is force and fire and feeling and the ring of 
sincerity. 

The preaching as to the letter of it was sim- 


voice 1S 
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plicity itself. He had three divisions in his sermon 
which attempted to be a frank exposition of some 
of the things he found in the text. 

First he declared that the greatest anthem ever 
sung was an ascription of praise to God—*Glory 
to God.” He spoke of the indifference, the un- 
awareness of the stolid, dust-begrimed 
world into which as contrasted with 
the tremendous enthusiasm that sent a chorus of 


sleeping, 
Jesus came, 


angels whirling downward from the throne ot 
heaven. Then he paused and told the story of a 
Welsh evangelist whose eldest son was coming 


home from London to arrive by the midnight train 


HERE were several younger brothers, each of 

whom pleaded with the father for the privi- 
lege of waiting up to meet the elder brother This 
privilege was denied to all but one. That one went 
to the depot and greeted the brother affectionately, 
and then said: “Now, Father, I will go home and 
take my That was all—a perfectly inane 
it appeared to me, although told with dra 
intensity. But with a brilliant change the 
preacher said the coming of Christ was like that 
All the prophets had said He was coming. Abra- 
ham knew He was coming, and said: “Father, may 
| wait up till He comes?” But the Father said to 
Abraham: “No, take your sleep and you shall see 
Him in the morning.” David said: “Father, may | 
wait up till He comes?” and Ruth said: “May | 
wait up till He comes?” (Note the ingratiating 
effect of dragging Ruth into this line of prophetic 
expectation. Was this because Ruth belonged there, 
or was it because three-fifths of the pet au- 
dience were women?) At last Simeon said: “Father, 
may I wait up until He comes?” And the Father 
and Simeon held the child, the elder 
race, in his arms and chanted the 
“Nunc Dimittis’: ‘Now lettest Thou thy servant 
depart in peace.” Writers of books on homiletics 
might smile at this piece of improvisation, but the 
three thousand five hundred people who were lis- 
tening did not smile. With parted lips, with set 
they leaned forward in their chairs and hung 
upon the words of the speaker. They rejoiced that 
they had been allowed to “wait up” until the elder 
brother came. There was a thrill in the voice of 
the preacher, a thrill that was felt to the last corner 
of the vast auditorium, as having builded this plat- 
form of sentiment upon which he might appeal to 
the emotions of his audience, he thundered forth his 
glorious affirmation that in Jesus Christ all proph 
ecies center and are fulfilled. His lip curled with 
scorn and his arms cut the air about his head in 
a circle as he screamed 


sleep.” 
story 
matic 


said “Yes,” 
brother of the 


eyes, 


infidels deride, but let 
Father of us all is 


ET skeptics scorn, let 
them all know that the 
absolutely true and that Jesus Christ is the witness, 
that all history proclaims that 
Jesus Christ 


is the living reality; 
God is, and that God cannot lie! that 
stands in the 
God, the one being with power on earth to forgive 
sins. The world has its great poets, its great ora 
tors, its great generals, but not one of them can 
reach out a hand to save men and women from 
longing of the heart for some 
for some one mightier than 
who could reach into 


world as the supreme expression of 


their sins. Oh, the 
one greater than man, 


man; oh, God, for some one 





the heart and take 
sin out; that is the 
world-cry of hu- 
manity ; and it was 
never answered 
until the day when 
Jesus was born.” 
As he reached 
this climax of 
his affirmation his 
voice became 
hoarse and rang 
out like a cry in 
a storm, and then, 
suddenly a melting 
tenderness came 
into it. He 
erect, his figure 
tense from head to 
foot and yet sway 


stood 


ing, and as le 
swayed his audi 
ence swayed with 
him. Suddenly he 
dropped this pose, 
and with a violent 
gesture reached out 
as if to tear from 
the minds of his 
audience the pic 
ture that he had 
put there Then 
swiftly, with dra- 
matic power, in 
short ejaculatory 
sentences, he 
sketched another 

a picture of a bat- 
tle field. It was 
night, and the am- 
bulance was out after the 
the days of the Red Cross. Not a light was used, 
lest it attract the bullets of the Only the 
sound of a moan, only the groan of pain or anguish 





‘Have you ever stopped to 
think ?”” 


wounded. It was before 
enemy 
guided the messengers of mercy. 


A® THE night wore on it became apparent that 

wounded men were being overlooked and left 
to lie with the dead because delirious slumber had 
silenced their moans. In a hoarse whisper that 
reached to every corner of the vast auditorium, 
the scene was depicted, while the orator himselt 
seemed to be kneeling over the wounded. It was 
easy to see that his auditors sensed the chill black- 
ness of the night. They heard the cries and groans 
of the wounded. They felt the awful tragedy of 
the men who yet living were being left to die. Then 
the preacher told how at length the leader of the 
squad called a warning into the darkness. In the 
dramatic stillness the preacher’s own tones suddenly 
out like the thundering of the captain on the 


rang 
bridge: “Men,” he bawled, “wake up! Wake up! 
Wake up!” The sharp, strident tones rang with 
tragic intensity over the heads of his hearers, who 


cowered in a shadow of their own imagining 
“Wake up, men, if you are alive. Wake up, and 
call, so that we can come and help you.” 

Never was a silence more dramatic. The audience 
was keyed by the man’s histrionic power to a state of 


Continued on page 31 
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Seeretary Wilson's Record 
2.Che Luerglades 





. XTENSIVE efforts to ex- 


ploit the Florida Ever- 
glades have _ been in 


progress for three years 
or more. Land com- 
panies, which obtained 
control of large tracts in 
the swamp area, have 
sought to sell their prop 
erty to investors at high 
prices and have adver- 
tised largely for that purpose. Inquiries during 
this period have been coming to the Department of 
Agriculture by the hundreds from prospective in- 
vestors who believed that they could there learn 
whether they should put their money into the prop- 
erty offered them or not. They asked because the 
department, under the direction of Secretary Wilson, 
was conducting drainage investigations in Florida, 
designed to show how extensively the Everglades 
could be made available for agricultural purposes 

Secretary Wilson, in reply to 1,500 or more per- 
sons who have made these inquiries, has written or 
sent a specific statement in which he informed his 
correspondents that “the department has no publi 
cation regarding these lands, and refers all in 
quiries to the Board of Trustees of the Internal 
Improvement Fund, Tallahassee, Florida, and the 
director of the State Experiment Station, Gains 
ville, Florida. The department believes that the 
drainage of the Everglades is feasible from an 
engineering standpoint, but has no opinion to offer 
as to the value of the lands for agriculture when 
drained. The work of draining the Everglades is not 
under the jurisdiction of the Federal Government.” 

While Secretary Wilson has thus informed indi 
viduals who wrote to him personally that he could 
not accept any responsibility for the land in the 
Everglades, his attitude as a public official has been 
quite different. He very supplied the land 
boomers with the material which they needed in 
order to their campaign upon the public 
During the preliminary stages of the exploitation 
scheme, it was desired by 


























early 


press 


Florida interests to get 
Department of Agriculture 
which could be used in support of their operations 
hey wrote in 1909 to the Secretary of Agriculture 
and he sent them a report by one J. O. Wright 
concerning the Everglades situation, in which the 
latter—a drainage engineer in the department—esti 
mated the cost of draining the Everglades at an 
excessively low 


some word from the 


figure and took a highly roseate 
view of the whole drainage proposition. The docu 
ment was at first intended to be confidential, but 
was promptly published by the committee of the 
Florida Legislature on the drainage of the Ever 
glades after the Governor had written to Secretary 
Wilson and had received his ready permission. This 
preliminary report, known to subsequent history as 
the “Wright excerpt,” was then reprinted by the land 
companies in the form of a “dodger,” and was dis 
iributed by them “with their compliments” to pros 
pective investors as the opinion of the Department of 
Agriculture regarding their “proposition.” The state 
ment was put out into circulation in the spring of 
1909 and was seized with avidity by the promoters and 
boomers who were seeking to unload the undrained 
land of the Everglades upon a credulous public. 


Who Was Wright? 
Wright, the 


thus eagerly 


UT who was J. O 
report which was 
service of a doubtful 
entered the 


author of the 
pressed inte 
Wright had 


1906 and was 


speculation ? 
Government service in 
designated as a “supervising drainage engineer.’ 
In 1906, not long after he first took office, he was 
asked to go down what 
ould be done reference to drainage there 
\fter a period of preparation, lasting some two or 
+} 


to the Everglades and see 
with 


iree years, he began, in 1909, serious consideration 
f a report on the subject. The work was con 
tinued until early in 1910, when he resigned to go 


into the service of the Florida Internal Improve 


DY HK. Parker Willis 





























Secretary Wilson 


ment Board, which was undertaking to do the actual 
work of reclaiming the lands of the Everglades 


Efforts to Check Misrepresentations 
W HILE the preliminary Wright report was being 


passed from hand to hand, and eager agents 
were straining every nerve to boom the Everglades 
lands, there was a strong feeling in the Drainage De 
partment of the Department of Agriculture that the 
work of Mr. Wright was not trustworthy. Wright, 
after preparing the material which Secretary Wil 
son permitted the Florida boomers to print, had 
produced a highly optimistic 
situation 


report on the whole 
much longer than the pre 
liminary fragment. When it was completed, it was 
put into the hands of C. G. Elliott, the then head 
of the drainage investigation of the department 
Mr. Elliott took the document up for careful inves 
tigation and reached the conclusion that it was not 
reliable. Wright’s full report had been submitted 
to Secretary Wilson in June, 


This was 


1909. Elliott, upon 
looking it over, had disagreed strongly with many 
of the statements that were made and had revised 
it in part Wright did not agree with the re 
vision of Elliott, but after the document had been 
handed from one person to another it was sub 
mitted to Secretary Wilson in July, 1900, and its 
publication was authorized. It was sent to the Gov 
ernment Printing Office, put into proof, brought 
back and proofread. But just at this juncture an 
outsider, who had seen the Wright excerpt which 
Secretary Wilson had permitted to be published in 
Ilorida, called at the department and asserted that 
the document contained fallacious deductions and 
ought not to be published. On looking into the 
criticisms thus presented, Mr. Elliott undertook an 
other revision of the faulty document, and, after 
summoning Wright himself into consultation, con 
tinued the work of alteration until late in January 


1910. Ultimately this second revision of the report 
came to Secretary Wilson and was examined in his 
office It was found to contain many statements 


that were decidedly unfavorable to the prospects of 


drainage in the Everglades, while confidence in the 
work of Mr. Wright had been badly shaken by the 


constant criticism of all those who knew anything 


f the nature of the work done Meanwhile, how 


ever, the demand for information had become very 


trong on the part of those who had been asked to 


Pending the final revision of 


1g 
buy Everglades lands 


the report itself and in answer to the numerous 


inquiries that were constantly presented, Mr. Elliott 
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authorized for distribution a brief circular or form 
letter concerning the situation, which was approved 
by the regular department methods. But early in 
February, 1910, Secretary Wilson ordered the send- 
ing out of this circular of information stopped 

This suppressed circular contained exactly the 
information the land speculators did not wish the 
investing public to know. It informed investors 
that the drainage of the Everglades was feasible 
from an engineering standpoint, but it added the 
specific warning “that the value of the lands when 
drained is still largely problematical.” Most im 
portant of all, it stated that the speculators had 
secured their lands at $2 per acre. At the time the 
circular was suppressed they were charging in 
vestors from $24 to $60 per acre 

It was not strange that the real estate promoters 
should feel annoyed even at the extremely moderate 
language of the circular. The fruits of advertising 
and of the use of the document prepared by Wright 
were already becoming abundant 
how successful the boomers really were can be un 
derstood from the fact that the situation finally 
became such as to attract the attention of the Post 
Office Department, which undertook to inquire into 
the methods that were being employed in connec 
tion with the advertising and exploitation of the 
lands. The scope of their operations is shown by 
the fact that a single individual who had purchased 
a tract of land in Florida organized a subsidiary 
concern known as the Florida Fruit Lands Com 
pany, in which he sold contracts for ten acres of 
land to be paid in monthly installments 
tract was to cost $240 and about 16,000 were sold 
[his was as early as 1909, and the progress was a 
good deal faster after the indorsement of the Gov 
ernment had been secured. Just before the circular 
was suppressed, it was estimated by one land pro 
moter that the continued circulation of the docu 
ment was costing him $100 a day. With such rich 
pickings in sight it was certain that heavy pressure 
would be brought to bear upon Secretary Wilson 
to get him to withdraw the offending circular 
Senator Fletcher of Florida saw him ear 
ruary, 1910. Later he was interviewed by two o1 
three land promoters Wilson 
was the result of a mandatory telegram, as follows, 
from Governor Broward of Florida 


Some idea of 


Each con 


] 
| 


y in Feb 


Fletcher’s call on 


Hon. DuNCAN U. FLETCHER, WASHINGTON 

Received a telegram bulletin coming out from 
{gricultural Department knocking Everglades. 1! 
earnestly ask that you investigate and prevent any 
such action tf you can 


A Boom Mania 


HE promoters who followed Fletcher even had 
the courage to demand that the Secretary should 
issue a new circular retracting the statements mad 
in the circular he had already issued and now at 
their instance suppressed, but this was too mucl 
even for Mr. Wilson. No further statement was 
therefore authorized by him or by the department 
With the suppression of the Elliott circular the 
land boomers were left free to continue their oper 
ations They proceeded to sow 
broadcast throughout the country and to employ) 
land agents for the purpose of exploiting the ente1 
prise. Yet the land was at the time 
or otherwise uninhabitable; was not sury 
ould not be 


advertisements 


under water 
eyed and 


until after the drainage project had 


been much further advanced They consequently 
undertook simply to sell to a prospective buyer the 
right to receive a specified amount of land aftet 
surveys had been completed and the water drained 
ff. The business continued to increas« profit 


Members of Congress became personally 


interestec 


in land speculation and sought to act as land agents 


Others used the land mania as a means of 

vating the good will of their constituents Yet 
there were men in Florida who did not like the dis 
credit that was coming to the State and the in 
evitable collapse which they foresaw when the 


speculation should have reached its height. Som 
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of them went to Secretary Wilson to protest against 
the attitude of the department in the matter. One 
was Representative Clark, who, accompanied by two 
of his constituents from the Everglades district, 
protested against the whole situation and the use 
of Government authority in support of speculation 
Mr. Clark states that Secretary Wilson’s reply was 


simply that he was not running his department for 
the protection of “fools who bought stuff all over 


the country without seeing it.” 
What Secretary Wilson Published 

YECRETARY WILSON, however, had thus far 
rendered the speculators only indirect or nega 
tive aid—indirect in that he had furnished the pre 
liminary Wright report for publication by the Florida 
interests, and negative in that he had withheld a 
circular designed to warn investors away from the 
Everglades. He had, moreover, withheld the final 
revised bulletin of the department telling the truth 
from January 28, I9I0, to 
which time it was an- 


about the Everglades 
June of the same year, at 
nounced that he had decided not to issue it. But 
it was now desired to secure the positive aid of the 
Government. Late last summer the Senate passed 
a resolution calling for the printing as a public 
document of a compilation of the acts, reports, and 
other papers, State and National, relating to the 
reclamation of the Everglades, with illustrations 
The “copy” was supplied, ready for the printer, by 
one of the land agents 

As a result of this instruction, there was issued 
a compilation entitled Senate Document No. 80. 
The document in question contained the long re- 
port which had been prepared for the Department 
of Agriculture by Wright, and had been vetoed by 
Elliott, as well as a mass of “historical” matter 
It read very much like a prospectus, and was illus- 
When Mr. Wright was 


Investi- 


trated with photographs. 
later examined before the Congressional 
gating Committee he was asked concerning the cut 
of a “nine-year-old orange grove on drained saw 
grass muck” which appeared in the report, and also 
concerning another entitled “Harvesting Sugar 
Cane, St. Cloud Plantation.” Wright said that he 
took one of the photographs himself and the other 
he bought. Then occurred the following colloquy : 

Mr. Davis—Where is Lake Tohopekaliga, with 
reference to Lake Okechobee? 


Mr. WricuHt—It is north of Lake Okechobee, 
about sixty miles 

Mr. Davis—And, accordingly, clear away from 
the Everglades? 

Mr. WriGHT—Sir? 

Mr. Davis—It is, accordingly, clear away from 


the Everglades? 
Mr. Wricot—Yes, sir; north of Lake Okechobee 
Mr. Davis—Where is St. Cloud plantation? 
Mr. WricHT—A little northeast of Lake Toho 
pekaliga. 

Mr. Davis—Which is 
from Lake Okechobee? 
Mr. Wricot—Yes; nine or ten miles farther 

When Mr. Wright was asked how he explained the 
discrepancy between the places where these orange 
Tact 


still a little farther away 


groves and cane fields were located, and the 
that the report related to the Everglades, he said 
reader of the document would 
map in order to get the 


“IT suppose a 
naturally refer to the 
place named in the photograph.” 

The real nature of the report and the effect of 
it was, moreover, fully admitted by Wright himself 
while on the stand. He was then asked 
concerning the document 

“What is the reputation of this 
Florida? Was it considered 


witness 


document in 


generally there as 


being an indorsement of this project?” and Mr 
Wright answered: 
“Yes, I think I could say it is an indorsement 


of the project—I think it is considered as an in- 

dorsement by the Department of Agriculture.” 
There were a good many others besides the peo 

ple in Florida who had land to sell that consid 


ered the document an indorsement of their under 


taking Advertisements like the following appeared 
in various places: 
BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY—UNITED STATES OFFICIAI 
[NDORSEMENT 
irst time in tne nistor% J the (7 ernme Succi 
1 thing has been done. The Sixty-second Congre 
has recently issued a document of 20 1ges 1 
dadorsing the great reciamatton, citmatl healthyu 
ness, and fertility of the Everglades. The great 
rtunity f the tur) . tHtered here j 
in with small capital to estal } mself where 
e evident cooperattor rf the G rnunment 1s suff 
ent make the mmunty ri md prosperou 
ire ferature l Tor nile 
t R A (OMPAN 
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For one of the Florida Senators to offer 


print? 
it would probably have aroused suspicion and 
might have led to inquiry which would have dis 
closed the fact that it was to be used for promoting 
purposes. Senator Smoot of Utah presented the 
resolution and engineered it through to passage 
Thus fathered, Senate Document No. 89 was put 


into type \fter it had been set up and _ finally 
shaped, it was referred to the Department of 
\griculture, which at once turned to the report 
of J. QO. Wright included in the document and 


found that this misleading report had been printed 
in its original and inaccurate form. The drainage 
office in the department consequently undertook a 
revision of that part of the document and succeeded 
in recasting the report into the form which had 
been given to it in the final “revise” prepared by 
Elliott many months before. In this form it 
sent to the Joint Printing Committee of Congress. 
But Secretary Wilson had heen informed that the 
report was misleading even in this form. 

It might have been expected that the Secretary 
of Agriculture would protest against further pub- 
lication of statements which he had been advised 
were misleading, erroneous, and dangerous. H« 
did nothing of the kind, but allowed the document 
to be returned for publication. Even this, however, 
was not satisfactory to the boomers. The proof 
of the document was promptly sent to Florida, 
where a consultation was held between Senator 
Fletcher, J. O. Wright, and some others, and 
Fletcher directed Wright to restore the document 
to its original (and inexact) condition. Wright 
promptly complied, and in this shape the document 
was returned to the Government Printing Office, 
converted into page proof, bound and issued, the 
first copies reaching Secretary Wilson early in 
December. It was at once perceived by the ex 
perts of the department that all of the old false 
and misleading statements with reference to the 
drainage of the Everglades had been restored 
Secretary Wilson knew of this fact, but he neither 
made any protest against the publication of the 
document in the deceptive and erroneous form, nor 
did he, so far as the public is informed, utter one 
word of complaint or suggest the withdrawal of 
the publication. Since the first publication of the 
document early in December, 1911, a fresh reprint 
has been ordered and issued without the changing 
of any portion of the erroneous material; and, so 
far as the public is informed, without any sugges 
tion from the Department of Agriculture that this 
should be done. The promoters and boomers have 
thus furnished with a fresh supply of am 
munition, which they can use at will for the pur 
pose of misleading investors 


was 


been 


Climax of Dissatisfaction 
HE news that an investigation of the Ever- 
glades situation was contemplated by Congress 
worried the Department of Agriculture. On Feb- 
ruary 14 Representative Clark of Florida had be- 
come so thoroughly worked up over the situation 
that he went before the House Committee on Ex- 
penditures in the Department of Agriculture and 
made a long statement about the scandalous meth 
ods that were being used to boom the Everglades, 
and the conduct of the Secretary of Agriculture in 
suppressing the circular. Mr. Clark then 
“T do not want to be understood as opposing the 
drainage of the Everglades of Florida as a project 
of internal improvement. The engineers say it is 
feasible; that it can be done. I do object most 
seriously to a few land sharks getting large hold 
ings in that property and making representations to 
the people of the United States and to foreign lands 
that are absolutely untrue, statements that I know 
are false, and I do object to a great department of 
this Government being put in the attitude of, if not 
participating, at least acquiescing, in that fraud 
“Tf the Department of Agriculture has become 
1 party to that kind of thing, I think the country 
uught to know it. If the Department of Agricul 
ture has made to the will of a 
few land sharks who have been exploiting that prop 
detriment of 


said: 


itself subservient 


erty to their own benefit and to the 
those people and to the great injury of the State of 
Florida, I think the country ought to know that 





If the Department of Agriculture has not done 

that, then it seems to me it is due the Department 

1f Agriculture that they be given an opportunity 
h that they have not done it.” 
Of the suppressed circular he said 

[ went el the Department on one occa 


vith several citizens of Florida who happened 


be from near the Everglades—on the edge, anc 

[ had an interview with Mr. Secretary Wilson. In 
he presence of those gentlemen I asked Mr. Wil 
why this circular letter wa uppressed. Hi 
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persons engaged in selling Everglades lands, and 
he said he thought he had done right.” 
The Scapegoat 


LMOST immediately efforts were made by the 


department to get the inquiry quashed. An 
emissary was dispatched to see Clark and induce 
him to visit the department before proceeding 


further, while the same emissary also saw Chair 
man Moss of the committee and 
begged him not to open the investigation. Neither 
effort was successful, and it was consequently nec 


investigating 


essary to find some other means of shifting the 
blame. Elliott was believed to have been instru- 
mental in calling the situation to the attention of 
Representative Clark. The real estate interests, 
who recognized that his refusal to countenance false 
statements about the Everglades was one of the 
principal obstacles with which they had to con 
tend in their effort to boom the land sales, had, 
moreover, been hostile to him for a long time 
Early in January Mr. Wright ,had returned to 
Washington full of wrath because of Elliott’s re 
fusal to permit the use of Government influence in 
boosting the Everglades and had set afloat in the 
department a that Elliott’s accounts were 
“crooked.” On this point the testimony of Solicitor 
McCabe before the committee is of interest. He 


report 


said: 
“Wright came here and went to see one of the 
department men. In the course of his conversa 


tion with him, he said that Elliott was trying to 
hound him, that he was trying .o injure him, and 
said that Elliott had better be careful, because he 
knew his accounts were crooked. The department 
man, doing his duty, said: ‘If you know where 
there are any crooked accounts in this department, 
give me an instance.’ He gave him the name of a 
man in North Carolina.” 

What really happpened was. that time 
before Mr. Elliott and his assistant, Mr. More 
house, who were then in charge of the drainage 
department, had found that without their knowl 
edge or consent funds appropriated for that serv 
ice had been reduced through the use of depart 
mental moneys for irrigation. The accountant in 
charge suggested to them that they find some one 
willing to advance the money necessary to pay the 
bills which had already been legitimately contracted, 
and that this person, whoever he might be, should 
be reimbursed by appointing him with an official 
salary under the department, allowing him to con 
tinue in office long enough to recover the amount 
for what he 
This had been done upon the sug 


some 


of money necessary to reimburse him 
had advanced 
the accountant, and in that way a pay 


should have been met out of the ap 


gestion of 
ment 
propriations of the given year 


which 
was made out of 
those of the subsequent year. The method was a 
bad one, but 
matters are 
culture 
that department 
dant precedent 
The episode, having been called to the attention 
of the authorities by Mr. Wright, was at once in 
vestigated; the Secretary at once discharged both 
Elliott and Morehouse, and the report was spread 
abroad unofficially that they had been dropped be 
cause of the way had handled she 
situation They truth, been 
scapegoats, much as in the thwarted attempts to make 
scapegoats of Dr. Rusby and Dr. Wiley. The de 
partment did more. Although the investigation had 
admittedly disclosed no peculation on the part of 
ither man, Solicitor McCabe, with the approval of 
Secretary Wilson, hastened to send a statement of 
the cases of both men to the Attorney General, who 
promptly ordered it certified to the Grand Jury 


indicative of how such 
the Department of 


resorted to in 


was merely 


managed it 


- 
jo 


The same device had been 


for years past There was abun 


they drainage 


had, in selected as 


The record in the Everglades case is now cleat 
Secretary Wilson sent to Florida an incomplete, 
partial, and hasty report by an engineer who was 


considered incompetent by his superiors, and whose 


investigations had been carried on in close com 
munication with the local politicians who wer 
furthering the work of the land interests He 


allowed this incomplete document to bi 


ished in a form which was immediately used 
promoting interests to further their scheme 
though he was soon informed by more 1 
tent men that the document wa inreliable at 
misleading, he ued no retraction, but permitte 
it to continue in circulation When a staten 
alling attention to the discouraging feature 
he Everglades speculation was prepared 
partment, Secretary Wilson ordered it suppress« 
He then discharged apegoats i te 
harge ubordinates A had been der a 
the land mers becau he un 
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OESN’T some poet or phi- 
losopher fellow say that 
it’s when our intentions 
are best that we always 
make the worst breaks? 
I can’t put my hand on 
the passage, but you'll 
find it in Shakespeare or 
somewhere, I’m _ pretty 
certain. 

At any rate, it’s always 
that way with me. And the affair of Douglas Craye 
is a case in point. 

I had dined with Duggie (a dear old pal of 
mine) one night at his club, and as he was seeing 
me out he said: “Reggie, old top’—my name’s Reg- 
gie Pepper—“Reggie, old top, I’m rather worried.” 

“Are you, Duggie, old pal?” I said. 

“Yes, Reggie, old fellow,” he said, “I am. It’s 
like this. The Booles have asked me down to their 
place for the week-end, and I don’t know whether 
to go or not. You see, they have early breakfast, 
and besides that there’s a frightful risk of music 
after dinner. On the other hand, young Roderick 
Boole thinks he can play piquet.” 

“T should go,” I said. 

‘But I’m not sure Roderick’s going to be there 
this time.” 

It was a problem, and I didn’t wonder poor old 
Dug had looked pale and tired at dinner. 
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Then I had the idea which really started all the 
trouble. 

“Why don’t you consult a palmist?” I said. 

“That sounds a good idea,” said Duggie. 

“Go and see Dorothea in Forty-second Street. 
She’s a wonder. She’ll settle it for you in a sec- 
ond. She’ll see from your lines that you are think- 
ing of making a journey, and she'll either tell you 
to get a move on, which will mean that Roderick 
will be there, or else to keep away because she sees 
disaster.” 

“You seem to be next to the game all right.” 

“T’ve been to a good many of them. You'll like 
Dorothea.” 

“What did you say her name was—Dorothea? 
What do I do? Do I just walk in? Shan’t I feel 
a fearful chump? How much do I give her?” 

“Five bucks. You’d better write and make a 
date.” 

“All right,” said Duggie. 
look a frightful fool.” 


‘But I know I shall 


Aer a week later I ran into him between the 
acts at the Knickerbocker. The old boy was 
beaming. 

“Reggie,” he said, “you did me the best turn 
anyone’s ever done me, sending me to Mrs. Darrell.” 

“Mrs. Darrell ?” 

“You know. Dorothea. Her real name’s Dar- 
rell. She’s a widow. Her husband was in some 
regiment, and left her without a penny. It’s a 
frightfully pathetic story. Haven't time to tell 
you now. My boy, she’s a marvel. She had hardly 
looked at my hand, when she said: ‘You will pros- 
per in any venture you undertake. And next day, 
by George, I went down to the Booles and sepa 
rated young Roderick from seventy dollars. She's 
a wonderful woman. Did you ever see just that 
shade of hair?” 

“I didn’t notice her hair.” 

He gaped at me in a sort of petrified astonish- 
ment. 

“Y ou—didn’t—notice—her—hair !” he gasped. 

I can’t fix the dates exactly, but it must have 
been about three weeks after this that I got a 
telegram: “Call Madison Avenue immediately 
Florence Craye.” 

She needn’t have signed her name. I should 
have known who it was from by the wording. 
Ever since I was a kid, Duggie’s sister Florence 
has oppressed me to the most fearful extent. Not 
that I’m the only one. Her brothers live in terror 
of her, I know. Especially Edwin. He’s never 
been able to get away from her and it’s absolutely 
broken his spirit. He’s a mild, hopeless sort of 
chump who spends all his time at home—they live 
near Philadelphia—and has never been known to 
come to New York. He’s writing a history of the 
family, or something, I believe 


OU see, events have conspired, so to speak, to let 

Florence do pretty much as she likes with them. 
Originally there was old man Craye, Duggie’s father, 
who made a fortune out of the Soup Trust; Dug 
zie’s elder brother Edwin; Florence; and Duggie. 
Mrs. Craye has been dead some years. Then came 
the smash. It happened through the old man 
Most people, if you ask them, will tell you that he 
ought to be in Bloomingdale; and I’m not sur 
they’re not right. At any rate, one morning he 
came down to breakfast, lifted the first cover on 
the sideboard, said in a sort of despairing way, 
“Eggs! Eggs! Eggs! Curseall eggs!” and walked 
out of the room. Nobody thought much of it till 
about an hour afterwar', when they found that he 
had packed a grip, Jeft the house, and caught the 
train to New York. Next day they got a lette1 
from him, saying that he was off to Europe, never 



































Just the kind to have done old Duggie a bit of good 


to return, and that all communications were to be 
addressed to his lawyers. And from that day none 
of them had seen him. He wrote occasionally, gen- 
erally from Paris; and that was all. 

Well, directly news of this got about, down 
swooped a series of aunts to grab the helm. They 
didn’t stay long. Florence had them out, one after 
the other, in no time. If any lingering doubt re- 
mained in their minds, don’t you know, as to who 
was going to be boss at home, it wasn’t her fault. 
Since then she has run the show. 


WENT to Madison Avenue. It was one of the 

aunts’ houses. There was no sign of the aunt 
when I called—she had probably climbed a tree and 
pulled it up after her—but Florence was there. 

She is a tall woman with what, I believe, is called 
“a presence.” Her eyes are bright and black, and 
have a way of getting right inside you, don’t you 
know, and running up and down your spine. She 
She is about ten years older than 
Duggie’s brother Edwin, who is six years older 


has a deep voice. 


than Duggie 
, 


“Good afternoon,” she said. “Sit down.’ 

I poured myself into a chair 

“Reginald,” she said, “what is this | hear about 
Douglas ?” 

I said I didn’t know 

“He says that you introduced him.” 

“at” 

“To this woman—this Mrs. Darrell.” 

“Mrs. Darrell?” 

My memory’s pretty rocky, and the name con- 
veyed nothing to me 

She pulled out a letter 

“Yes,” she said, “Mrs. Dorothy Darrell.” 

“Great Scott! Dorothea!” 

Her eyes resumed their spine drill 

“Who is she?” 

“Only a palmist.’ 

“Only a palmist!” Her voice absolutely boomed. 
“Well, my brother Douglas is engaged to be mar- 
ried to her.” 

“Many happy returns of the day,” I said 

I don’t know why I said it. It wasn’t what I 
I’m not sure | meant to say anything. 


’ 


meant to say 
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“Reginald, I think I shall go raving mad”’ 


She glared at me. By this time I was pure jelly. 
simply flowed about the chair. 

“You are facetious, Reginald,” she said. 

“No, no, no,” I shouted. “It slipped out. I 
wouldn’t be facetious. for worlds.” 

“Iam glad. It is no laughing matter. 
any suggestions?” 

“Suggestions ?” 

“You don’t imagine it can be allowed to go on? 
The engagement must be broken, of course. But 
how ?” 

“Why don’t you tell him he mustn’t ?” 

“I shall naturally express my strong disapproval, 
-but it may not be effective. When out of the reach 
of my personal influence, my wretched brother is 
self-willed to a degree.” 


— 


Have you 


I SAW what she meant. Good old Duggie wasn’t 

going to have those eyes patroling his spine if he 
knew it. He meant to keep away and conduct this 
business by letter. There was going to be no per- 
sonal interview with sister, if he had to dodge about 
America like a snipe. 

We sat for a long time without speaking. Then 
I became rather subtle. I had a brain-wave and saw 
my way to making things right for Dug and at the 
same time squaring myself with Florence. After 
all, I thought, the old boy couldn’t keep away from 
home for the rest of his life. He would have to go 
there sooner or later. And my scheme made it 
pleasant and easy for him. 

“T'll tell you what I should do if I were you,” I 
said. “I’m not sure I didn’t read some book or see 
some play somewhere or other where they tried it 
on, and it worked all right. Fellow got engaged to 
a girl, and the family didn’t like it, but, instead of 
kicking, they pretended to be tickled to pieces, and 
had the fellow and the girl down to visit them 
And then, after the fellow had seen the girl with 
the home circle as a background, don’t you know, 
he came to the conclusion that it wouldn’t do, and 
broke off the engagement.” 

It seemed to strike her. 

“T hardly expected so sensible a suggestion from 
you, Reginald,” she said. “It is a very good plan. 
It shows that you really have a definite substratum 
of intelligence; and it is all the more deplorable 
that you should idle your way through the world 
as you do, when you might be performing some 
really useful work.” 


HAT was Florence all over. Even when she 
patted you on the head, she had to do it with 
her knuckles. 
“I will invite them down next 
on. “You had better come, too.” 
“Tt’s awfully kind of you, but the fact is 
“Next Wednesday. Take the three-forty-seven.” 
I met Duggie next day. He was looking happy, 
but puzzled, like a man who has found a dime on 
the street and is wondering if there’s a string tied 
to it. I congratulated him on his engagement. 
“Reggie,” he said, “a queer thing has happened. | 
feel as if I’d trodden on the last step when it wasn’t 
there. I’ve just had a letter from my sister Flor 
ence asking me to bring Dorothy home on Wednes 


week,” she went 


” 


day. Florence doesn’t seem to object to the idea 
of the engagement at all; and I’d expected that I'd 
have to call out the police reserves wl 
of it. I believe there’s a catch s 

I tapped him on the breastbone 


n she heard 


mewnhere 


‘There is, Dug,’ I said, “and I’ll tell you what 
it is. I saw her yesterday, and I can put you next 
to the game. She thinks that if you see Mrs. Dar 


1 


with the home circle, you'll see 
n’ uu don’t see her 


rell mingling flaws 


in her which you don’t see when jy 















mingling with the home circle, don’t you see? Do 
you see now?” 

He laughed 
“I’m afraid she'll be disappointed. 
mine is not dependent on environment.” 
Which wasn’t-bad, I thought, if it was his own. 

I said good-by to him, and toddled along, rather 
pleased with myself. It seemed to me that I had 
handled his affairs in a pretty masterly manner 
for a chap who’s supposed to be one of the 
biggest chumps in New York. 

Well, of course, the thing was an absolute fliver, 
as I ought to have guessed it would be. Whatever 
could have induced me to think that a fellow like 
poor old Dug stood a dog’s chance against a deter- 
mined female like his sister Florence, 1 can’t im- 
agine. It was like expecting a rabbit to put up a 
show with a python. From the very start there 
was only one possible end to the thing. —To a woman 
like Florence, who’ had trained herself as tough as 
whalebone by years of scrapping with her father 
and occasional by-battles with aunts, it was as easy 
as killing rats with a stick. 

I was sorry for Mrs. Darrell. 
good sort and, as a matter of fact, just the kind of 


heroically; don’t you know. 
Love 





like 


She was a really 


wife who would’ have done 
old Duggie a. bit, of good. 
And on her own ground I 


shouldn’t wonder if she might 
not have made a fight for it. 
3ut now she hadn’t a chance. 
Poor old Duggie -was just like 
so much putty in Florence’s 
hands when he couldn’t get 
away from her. You could see 
the sawdust trickling out of 
Love’s Young Dream in a 
steady flow. 


TOOK Mrs. Darrell for a 

walk one afternoon, to see 
if I couldn’t cheer her up a bit, 
but it wasn’t much good. She 
hardly spoke a word till we 
were on our way home. Then 
she said with a sort of jerk: 
“I’m going back to New York 
to-morrow, Mr. Pepper.” 

I suppose I ought to have 
pretended to be surprised, but 
I couldn’t work it. 

“I’m afraid you’ve had a bad 
time,” I said. “I’m very sorry.” 

She laughed 

“Thank you,” she said. “It’s 
nice of you to be sympathetic 
tactful. You're 

Pepper.” 
remarks to 
nettle 


instead of 
rather a dear, Mr 
[ hadn’t any 
make. I whacked at a 
with my stick. 
“IT shall break off my en- 
gagement after dinner, so that 


Douglas can’ have a good 
night’s_ rest. I’m afraid he 
has been brooding on the fu 


ture a good deal. It will be a 
great relief to him.” 
“Oh, no,” I 
“Oh, yes. I know exactly how 
he feels. He thought he « 
carry me off, but he finds he 
erestimated his powers. He 


said. 
yuld 
has remembered that jhe is a 


that the fact 
has been pointed out to him.” 


Craye | imagine 
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I was feeling 
Florence is an 


| said 
woman 


“If you ask my opinion,” 
pretty sore about it—‘that 
absolute cat.” 

“My dear Mr. Pepper, | wouldn’t have dreamed 
of asking your opinion on such a delicate subject. 
But I’m glad to have it. Thank you very much. Do 
I strike you as a vindictive woman, Mr. Pepper?” 

“T don’t think you do,” I said 

“By nature I don’t think I am. 
a little vindictive just at present.” 

She stopped suddenly. 

“IT don’t know why I’m boring you like this, Mr. 
Pepper,” she said. “For goodness’ sake let’s be 
cheerful. Say something bright.” 

| was going to take a whirl at it, but she started 
in to talk, and talked all the rest of the way. She 
seemed to have cheered up a whole lot. 


But I’m feeling 


* HE left next day. I gather she fired Duggie as 
per schedule, for the old boy looked distinctly 
brighter, and Florence wore an off-duty expression 
and was quite décently civil. Mrs. Darrell bore 
up all right. She avoided Duggie, of course, and 
put in most of the time talking to Edwin. He evi- 
dently appreciated it, for I had never seen him look 
so nearly happy before. 

I went back to New York directly afterward, and 
| hadn’t been there much more than a week when 
a most remarkably queer thing happened. Turning 
in at Hammerstein’s for half an hour one evening, 
whom should I meet but brother Edwin, quite 
fairly festive, with a fat cigar in his mouth. “Hello, 
Reggie,” he said. 

“What are you doing here?” I said. 

“I had to come up to New York to look up a 
life of Hilary de Craye at the library. I believe 
Mister Man was a sort of ancestor.” 

“This isn’t the library.” 

“T was beginning to guess as much. 
ence is subtle but well marked.” 

It struck me that there was another difference that 
was subtle but well marked, and that was the dif- 
ference between the Edwin I’d left messing about 
over his family history a week before and the jovial 
rounder who was blowing smoke in my face now. 

“As a matter of fact,” he said, “the library would 
be all the better for a little of this sort of thing. 
It’s. too conservative. That’s what’s the trouble 
with the library. What’s the matter with having a 


The differ- 
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cross-talk team and a few performing dogs there? 
It would brighten the place up and attract custom. 
Reggie, you’re looking fatigued. I’ve heard there’s 
a place somewhere in this city, if you can only find 
it, expressly designed for supplying first-aid to the 
fatigued. Let’s go and look for it.” 


’'M NOT given to thinking much as a rule, but I 

couldn’t help pondering over this meeting with 
Edwin. It’s hard to make you see the remarkable- 
ness of the whole thing, for, of course, if you look 
at it, in one way, there’s nothing so record-breaking 
in smoking a cigar and drinking a highball. But 
then you have never seen Edwin. There are de- 
grees in everything, don’t you know. For Edwin to 
behave as he did with me that night was simply 
nothing more nor less than a frightful outburst, 
and it disturbed me. Not that I cared what Edwin 
did, as a rule, but I couldn’t help feeling a sort o1 
what d’you-call it—a presentiment, that somehow, 
in some way I didn’t understand, I was mixed up in 
it, or was soon going to be. I think the whole 
fearful family had got on my nerves to such an 
extent that the mere sight of any of them made 
me jumpy 

And, by George, I was perfectly right, don’t you 
know. Ina day or two along came the usual tele- 
gram from Florence, telling me to come to Madi 
son Avenue 

The mere idea of Madison Avenue was beginning 
to give me that tired feeling, and I made up my 
mind I wouldn’t go near the place. But of course 
I did. When it came to the point, I simply hadn't 
the common manly courage to keep away. 


| he YRENCE was there as before 

“Reginald,” she said, “I think I shall go rav- 
ing mad.” 

This struck me as a mighty happy solution of 


verybody’s troubles, but I felt it was too good to 
be true 

‘Over a week ago,” she went on, “my brother 
Edwin came up to New York to consult a book at 
the library. I anticipated that this would occupy 


perhaps an afternoon, and was expecting him back 
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“Well, well, well, here we all are,” I said 


by an early train next day. He did not arrive. 
He sent an incoherent telegram. But even then | 
suspected nothing.” She paused. “Yesterday 
morning,” she said, “I had a letter from my aunt 
Augusta.” 

She paused again. She seemed to think I ought 
to be impressed. 

Her eyes tied a bowknot in my spine. 

“Let me read you her letter. No, I will tell you 
its contents. Aunt Augusta had seen Edwin lunch- 
ing at the Waldorf with a creature.” 

“A what?” 

“My aunt described her. Her hair was of a curi- 
ous dull bronze tint.” 

Your aunt’s?” 

“The woman’s. It was then that | began to sus- 
pect. How many women with dull bronze hair does 
Edwin know?” 

“Great Scott! Why ask me?” 


I HAD got used to being treated as a sort of 
“Hey, Bill!” by Florence, but I was darned if 
I was going to be expected to be an encyclopedia 
as well. 

“One,” she said. “That appalling Darrell woman.” 

She drew a deep breath. 

“Yesterday evening,” she said, “I saw them to- 
gether in a taximeter cab. They were obviously on 
their way to some theatre.” 

She fixed me with her eye 

“Reginald,” she said, “you must go and see het 
the first thing to-morrow.” 

“What!” T cried. “Me? Why? Why me?” 

“Because you are responsible for the whole affair 
You introduced Douglas to her. You suggested that 
he should bring her home. Go to her to-morrow 
and ascertain her intentions.” 

“But—” 

“The very first thing.” 

“But wouldn’t it be better to have a talk with 


Edwin?” 
“T have made every endeavor to see Edwin, but 
he deliberately avoids me. His answers to my tele 


grams are willfully evasive.’ 
There was no doubt that Edwin had effected a 
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thorough bolt. He was having quite a pleasant 
little vacation: Two Weeks in Sunny New York. 
And from what I’d seen of him, he seemed to be 
thriving on it. I didn’t wonder Florence had got 
rather anxious. She’d have been more anxious if 
she had seen him when I did. He’d got a sort of 
“New-York-is-so-bracing” look about him, which 
meant a whole heap of trouble before he trotted 
back to the fold. 


ELL, I started off to interview Mrs. Darrell, 
and, believe me, I didn’t like the prospect. I 

think they ought to train A. D. T. messengers 
to do this sort of thing. I found her alone. The 
rush hour of clients hadn’t begun 

“How do vou do, Mr. Pepper?” she said. “How 
nice of you to call.” 

Very friendly, and all that. It made the situation 
darned difficult for a fellow, if you see what I mean. 

“Say,” I said. “What about it, don’t you know?” 

“T certainly don’t,” she said. “What ought I to 
know about what?” 

“Well, about Edwin—Edwin Craye,” I said. 

She smiled. 

“Oh! So you’re an ambassador, Mr. Pepper ?” 

“Well, as a matter of fact, I did come to see if I 
could find out how things were running. What's 
going to happen?” 

“Are you consulting me professionally?’ If so, 
you must show me your hand. Or perhaps you 
would rather I showed you mine?” 


@ WAS subtle, but:-I got on to it after a bif 
“Ves,” I said, “I wish you would.” 

“Very well. Do you remember a conversation we 
had, Mr. Pepper, my last afternoon at the Crayes’? 
We came to the conclusion that I was rather a vin 
dictive woman.” 

“By George! You're stringing old Edwin so as 
to put one over on Florence 

She flushed a little : 

“How very direct you are, Mr. Pepper! How 


do you know I’m not very fond of Mr. Craye \t 
any rate, I’m very sorry for him.” 
“He’s such a chump.” (Continued on page 39) 
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Pretures by Arthur q Reller 
































hy ewer yN OLD negro oysterman, \s he fingered the crisp bill, the black man’s 
ay | | standing in the mud ooze skin seemed to reflect a higher sheen because of his 
|| with his back to the long delight; his joy spread the corners of his mouth as 
, || stretches of brilliant green far as they could go and then forced another inch 
| and golden marshes, pro- of smile. 
| pelled the shells, by a flick “Sam,” said Paymaster reflectively, “your race 
|| of his rusty knife, to the can teach mine a whole lot about one thing, be- 
] i I top of a pile Ww h 1c h 9 lieve me!” 
| L | bleached by the Georgia “Wha’s that, sah? Wha’s that?” 
IED —___}} sunlight, glared like a “Happiness!” said the adventurer. “The high 
snow bank. At last he brows that talk about the negro problem forget that 
straightened up with a rheumatic groan. we couldn’t get along without yer. Yer a lot nearer 
“Good morning, Sam or Mose, or Mistoh Johnson to God than Wall Street!” 
or Willum, as the case may be,” said a lean young The old negro was embarrassed; he dipped his 
stranger, who, wearing a grim smile on his clean huge hands into a bucket. Paymaster, recalling his 
shaven mouth, held apart the edges of the alley of sutrageous errand, allowed his observation to tour 
dry rushes through which he had come. “I see you the sweep of meadow, the course of the sparkling 
have a rowboat.” river winding sinuously through the marshes, the 
Had he known that his visitor was Paymaster of bit of blue ocean that showed between the dark 
New Yerk and other cities, an adventurer in fraud, green of the wild islands of the Georgia coast, and 
larceny, and obtaining money under false pretenses, finally he settled a stare upon the red roof tiles of 
who owed his nickname to a dark horse which once 1 villa in among the distant moss-draped live oaks 
had contributed to his fortunes by winning at long f one of these isolated jungle 
odds, and that he had come upon a very evil mis “Hello!” he exclaimed. “Somebody lives on 
sion, the negro might have shown his respect by Mosibo !” 
rowing away in his little craft with a clatter of 
ars on the tholepins But none of these things e = negro shaded his eyes with the breadth of 
did he know. his palm 
“Yas, sah, that’s mah boat,” said he as, sah Mistoh Willum Hancock Babett 
“What’s it worth?” asked the rascal, lightin i mm, come yere trom Boston an’ bought Mosibo 
cigarette Island—-every inch an’ stick an’ stone on it an’ ten 
The negro grinned, exposing white teeth alter thousand acres an’ mo’, an’ rattlesnakes an’ wild 
nating with spaces where old age, the jester, | pigs an’ deer an’ skeeters. He call that house yon 
insisted that teeth should | icking r a huntin’ lodge—spite of its bein’ a regular 
“Wuth moh than ten dollah, boss.’ palace They’s quality, from Boston, sah. J sells 
“I'll hire it for the day,” said Paymaster, putting em fish. Ef yo ain’t kin’, or ‘les’ dey knows yo-all, 
one foot into it ‘And here’s ten iron men.” de von’t let yo land on de island noways.” 
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BY Richard Mashburn Child 


“Well, they don’t know me—yet,” said Paymas- 
ter significantly. “Who’s livin’ there now?” 

“Mistoh Babett and Miss Elsa,” the other an- 
swered. “I seen him go yondah toward Savannah 
dis mawnin’—in his steam launch.” 

“Daughter with him?” 

“Miss Elsa? No, sah,” exclaimed the old man. 
“I knows Miss Elsa. ’Deed she’s pretty! Ef she 
hadn’t been so pick-an-choosy, she’d been married 
dis yere long time, I specs.” 

“She walks alone a good deal, I hear.” 

“Yes, sah. On the fur side de island. Out yon- 
dah where dem birds is flickin’ white, dere’s a 
beach—flat an’ foh miles long. Mos’ any day yo 
kin see her an’ her dog.” 


HE eyes of the adventurer narrowed into an 
evil gleam. He was recalling the picture of 
a pretty, long, white, aristocratic hand wearing 
two canary diamonds, between which was set the 
“Yogi” emerald of the Babetts. He could hear 
the thickened voice of Peter McDevitt, the dis- 
charged butler, describing the green flashes, the red 
gleams, the iridescent, dancing fires of the emer- 
ald of Miss Elsa, his former mistress, and ex 
plaining how, because of family tradition, it was 
always upon the hand of the oldest female repre 
sentative, and six times, almost at the moment of 
death, had been taken by daughter from mother 
He tossed his cigarette into the water and, taking 
up the oars, rowed out into the favoring tide 
The day was bright with sunlight and the rare, 
crisp cold which sometimes visits the Georgia 
coast \ light wind blew over 


he particolored 
lowlands, so that the expanse of rushes was stirred 
into a semblance of a tossing sea; but the water 


of the open space between the last of the muddy 
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arms attached to the mainland and Mosibo, being either wished to preserve the old-fashioned treas- expression of fear, that they spoke of the realiza- 
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sheltered by the high, tree-covered screen of the 
island, was calm; the solitary oarsman could see 
the reflection of the red-tiled roof in the still sur- 
face. But at last his vigorous strokes shot the 
little craft around the turn of the island, where, 
with a soft but vicious humming sound and a con- 


ure of a white, transparent skin, or, with her real 
girlhood behind her, had begun to suffer the ap- 
prehensions about health, which result in rubbers 
and sunshades. 

He was glad. A real representative of the dainty 
“snob class” was now an easy victim, and the fact 


tion and mental weighing of danger of the struggle 
for self-control. At last they moved to shut the 
parasol. The girl got up and, with her face and 
body no longer concealed, confronted’ the man 
whose soft, insinuating announcement had spoken 
to her paragraphs of evil. 


=i 


m= 


fusing whirl of eddies, the tide met the waves. 
Behind him the delta of the salt river discharged 
its red-brown soup; before him lay the empty, rest- 
less sea, the color of a beryl crystal; the keel of 
the rowboat under him scraped a sand bar, which, 


overcame the reluciance which his rough-and-ready 
type of manhood felt at the cold-blooded holdup 
of a lone woman. 

The dog gave him no concern at first. As he 
strode stealthily down over the sands, however, the 


HAT she was beautiful, even Paymaster, whose 
tastes ran to coarser beauty, acknowledged. 
She might have been thirty-five, though her figure 
retained an elastic vitality of youth which gave 
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‘f shoreward, became a tongue of a beach—a_ wind- creature, a magnificent Airedale, suddenly scented the lie to the gray strands in her soft hair. She sili 
aR swept expanse of flat miles, white as an endless him and, whirling about, stood with his back legs was tall and overslim. Her features and her limbs ax 
fa strip of cardboard between the billowing sand dunes well extended, his front paws placed wide apart, were each characterized by aristocratic length, 4) 
iN} and the billowing sea. his ears and stub tail rising in unison, and his head rather than animal breadth. She was _ beautiful £7} 
, AY lifted at the bidding of the nostrils. and—forbidding. It was evident that whatever Ay 
A HE hunting lodge of the Babetts was no longer Paymaster had owned and stolen dogs himself, the true value of the claim that her family, now ‘5 
AOR visible; it seemed that the island had never bred them, trained them, and had wept bitterly in reduced to its last two members, was rarely bred, Aa 
x known the presence of human life. Paymaster secret over the lifeless body of one Zigzag, the the mere belief on the part of at least five succes- ye 
8 listened; there were no sounds but those of water, father of Airedale bench winners. sive generations of the Babetts, who, in truth, were x, 
wind, dry traveling sands, and the thin piping of “Gee!” said the adventurer, “you’ve got class!” descendants of Salem rum smugglers, that blue ey 
iS flocks of beach birds. In answer, the animal, who by any interpretation blood ran in their veins had produced a type that ‘ay 
iB Fifty yards away the ribs of a wreck, like the of his duty should have growled, was young and fitted the faith in itself. And now the youngest z GN 
ye bones of a member of an extinct race of human inexperienced enough to yield to the flattery. He member, halfway between maiden and old maid, “yi 
é giants, offered a shelter for the boat, and there wagged his tail. Because of this silent welcome, stood on the sands of Mosibo and, true to her kind, 6} 
SS Paymaster pulled it up, and, crossing the hard Paymaster was able to walk down close to the held a brown-covered treatise in her right hand tes 
A floor of wet beach, made his way along the ridge woman who, from under the green parasol, gazed as if it symbolized culture, and wore a sneer upon aN 
ic of a high dune. dreamily out to sea, and upon whose white aris- her face that broke through the pallor of terror we 
H) Five minutes had not gone before a shift of tocratic hand, just as the discharged butler had as if it symbolized her challenge to the whole 9 
ey wind brought with it the vestiges of the sharp, sworn, lay the “Yogi” emerald, fighting the glare of the common herd of which Paymaster was <G) 
fe short bark of a dog. Paymaster, following the of the southern sun in a red and green oriental representative. e 
RIN direction of the sound, tried to overcome the con- rage of scintillation. The adventurer watched her closely as her gray We 
rh) fusing effect of the high lights and purple shadows, eyes, leaving his for a moment, turned up and a 
SV so that he might locate somewhere far down to AYMASTER drew from histrousersa revolver down the beach as they glanced furtively behind Mee 
iN the southward a running animal. He was trust- and slipped it into the outside pocket of his her at the deserted rolling sand dunes and finally Ay 
2 ing the faculty he called “his hunch”; it told him coat, where, like the navy of a European power in swept the limitless waste of empty waters. } 


that Miss Elsa Babett, whom he had never seen, 
would hold a meeting with him in that deserted 
place. 

He was not wrong; half a mile beyond he saw 


Asiatic waters, it would be ready for moral effect. 
He hitched up his belt around his slim waist, and, 
with the eternal affectation of his nature, adjusted 
his tie and arranged a hint of audacity by the 


“IT guess you understand,” said he. 

Her pink lips were hard, drawn into thin lines; 
a hopeless and pathetic, yet brave, flash of fight 
came into her eyes. 


a bit of color, as if some one whimsically had angle of his soft felt hat. “What do you want?” she said, admitting that wy 
: 1 Ong: > ” : ‘“ ’ ie . <2) 

touched the background of white and black and Miss Babett,” said he, “excuse me, ma’am. she would have only her own self upon which to oo 
purple with a flick of bright green paint. The Here | am at last.” rely. “I haven’t the pleasure of your acquaintance.” A} 
adventurer recognized it as a parasol. The lady remained almost motionless. The ad- Paymaster, not lacking in certain graces, took off fi 
. . . . . - . 2/8 

To Paymaster the green silk carried certain defi- venturer could not see her face, but observed that his hat, bowed sweepingly as he had seen courtiers Oh 


nite impressions; it meant that here was a girl who her long, white fingers closed slowly into a tense do in moving-picture films. 


(Continued on page 82) re) 
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Zz . yt THAT tremendous depth, _ side pale wisps and eyes of light would appear, 
ass SERS ee S ey | half a.mile straight down and dart, and vanish. And sometimes what flame sometimes trembled, some- 
E || from, the windy green- looked like the specter of a fish, with two long times nodded on its support, 
Ye and-purpleand thecream- streams of light trailing back from its nose, sometimes faded almost to invisi- 
nk white racing foam of the _ its fins outlined in vaporous radiance, and a bility only to burst at once into a 
ed ocean surface, such a_ double row of softly glowing spots down its brighter glow, and altogether con- 
‘ . A . . ee io : e : ° 
ap thing as the light of day sides, would go darting across the obscurity. ducted itself with a caprice for 
fF was never even guessed Perhaps it would be followed by a larger shape, which no cause or reason was apparent. 
Cy 4 . e . - 
a, at. The strange dwellers ghost-pale, with an enormous head and long, Presently one of those ghostlike fish 
th in those deeps could never wavering, ribbonlike body, and would plunge forms, with a double row of glowworm 
J e - e . Cc . . . 
a8 mount far toward the’ for refuge in among the tough footstalks of points down its sides and enormous 
S/ . . . e e ° qe . °,° . 
&S sunlit tides and live to know about it; for in pass- the sea lilies. In one way or another, in one whitish eyes, caught sight of the trem- 
4 ° a om 7 . ° “ . . ° 
ae ing upward from the terrific pressures under which phantasmal form or another, the ghost lights bling flame and sailed up to investigate 
Re. they had their existence their framework would be _ flickered everywhere throughout this soundless it. The visitor was small—not more 
4 fatally distorted, or their stomachs would turn in- gloom. than a foot in length—and therefore 
ay : ; of ‘ : - 
c side out, or their eyes would bulge from the In one spot, some two feet above what seemed to exercise a becoming discre- 
) . “a we e . . . . . ° 
= sockets, or their frail tissues fall apart. So they looked like an immense flat stone, hung a tiny tion. As he drew near, however, it ap- 
ta passed their lives with no knowledge or suspicion tuft of violet flame. From the core of tender peared to him that the little violet light 
+) of the sun, in a quiet which the maddest hurricane light floated a sort of down, an aureole of was something not only good to eat 
SH could never hope to jar. faintly luminous filaments. From this soft but safe to appropriate. He hurried, 






Yet these deeps were not plunged in an utter and radiance it could be made out that the flame- lest some other hungry wayfarer should 
























ne eternal darkness. Here and there a floating colony flower was hung from the tip of a slender, forestall him. Except for his curious 
Pn of tiny beings, infusoria akin to those which illumi- reedlike support, which swayed lightly from illuminations he looked quite like an 
a nate the surface seas at night, made a patch of time to time, although there was no disturb- ordinary fish of the upper waters; but 
oe nebulous glimmer. Here and there a faint, elusive ance in the surrounding water. The support- as he darted up to the wisp of flame he 
$3 pallor, fading every other moment to extinction ing reed appeared to grow out of one opened an amazing spread of jaw. In 
bes and reviving as if softly breathed upon, came from end of the flat rock, whose blackish hue 5 fact, his mouth was cut to the very back 
y spreading groups of those curious plantlike crea- melted into the shadowy undulations of et > of his long head 

Be tures known as sea lilies.. And the broad undula- the surrounding silt. The beautiful little 1 eh The little flame, as if it had eyes of its 
ab tions of the silt-strewn ocean floor gave ) own, slipped aside and dipped fairly to 
BY forth an attenuated phosphorescence the floor, skillfully eluding 
PY which made them not utterly invisible. p yp the attack. And in the 
Ee For eyes sufficiently sensitive, therefore, CY Same instant an amazing 
ly to grasp its feeble vibrations, there was oY, thing happened. The flat 
BS something approaching a spectral twi Y/ black stone which had 
ies light, at least in spots, over the deep fi / been supporting the flame 
‘% oie took y) | heaved upward, and 
ey) Besides this diffused glimmer, which = y opened. The opening was 





” © 
seemed ever ready to die of sheer faint 


ness, from time to time what seemed lik« 


a cavern, set about with 
long teeth, all slanting 
inward The darting 


ghost-fish was engulfed. 
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a cluster of gl 
softly into view under some ledge or 





owworms would flash 
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The cavern closed with a 





some cluster of lilies, to be extinguished. 





snap; and on either side 





usually, a moment later. Very often a 






of where it had been glim- 
mered lambently two pale, 
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pair of tiny lamps, so to 


) speak, of bluish or violet 


ty 
(in flame would be waved deli 
Ir cately to this side and that 


5 
He as if the unseen bearer were 
ap} 






cold, deathlike eyes. Theit 
phosphorescence lasted but 








for a second or two. Then 


seeking something in th These spectral deeps were not by any means lonely. Mysterious, busy life swarmed the black stone looked as fi 
. {i 
mystic gloom On every everywhere, hunting and being hunted inanimately slablike as be & 
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fore, the eyes becoming mere dull excrescences ; and 
the little violet flames, slowly rising, once more 
trembled and nodded. invitingly above it. 

Suddenly the flame went out, dead out. A series 
of massive concussions had disturbed the heavy 
water. All the other definite lights in the neigh- 
borhood—the glowworm clusters, the gliding points 
and stars, the sliding eyes and spectral streamers, 
and even the pallid display of the imperturbable 
sea lilies—extinguished themselves abruptly, and 
there was nothing to be.seen but the nebulous 
patches of the infusoria and the elusive glimmer of 
the ooze beds. Somewhere in the obscurity, too far 
off to be visible but near enough to make itself 
startlingly felt, a battle of monsters was going on. 
lor all lesser beings of the underworld it was a 
case of “Lights Out, and Lie Hid!” Even that 
great stone slab of a creature, though some seven 
or eight feet long, and a good two feet across at 
the place where the cavernous mouth had opened, 
had no wish to attract the notice of those fighters. 
He kept his dainty violet lure safely concealed, and 
was content to be the most unconsidered of rock 
slabs that ever gathered silt on the ocean bottom. 

Presently the disturbance died away, and once 
more the water lay 
in heavy stillness. 
The first of the 
deep-sea dwellers 
to recover con- 
fidence were the sea 
lilies, which slowly 
relit the glow in 
their pale lilac and 
pinkish petals. The 
glow was an irre- 
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sistible attraction to all sorts of tiny living organ- 
isms, who swam or floated toward it to be captured 
by the carnivorous, ever-hungry blooms. Then 
other cautious beings began to let their ghost-lights 
glimmer again as they resumed their. prowling, 
their swimming, or their crawling—fish, shrimps, 
starfish, crabs, monstrous sea urchins, and huge 
black-purple trepangs. And, last of all, that mon- 
strous Lyer-in-Wait, the deep-sea Angler, hung out 
once more ‘the lovely violet death-lamp above the 
hidden cavern of his jaws. 


’ 
HESE spectral. deeps were not by any means 
lonely—at least, not in this particular section 

of them. Mysterious, busy, almost invisible life 

swarmed everywhere, hunting and being hunted. 

But for a few moments nothing more came near 

the fluttering lure. The monster grew impatient. 

His appetite was huge, and he lived only to satisfy 

it. But as, with all his strength, he had nc speed 

for the pursuit and capture of his prey, there was 
nothing for him to do but wait, sinking ever deeper 
into the silt to make his ambush the more secure. 

The only sign of his impatience was an added activ- 

ity and persuasiveness in the noddings and wavings 

of the little violet flame on its slender tentacle. 

And presently its activity was rewarded. It 
caught the notice of a most grotesque-looking 
crablike creature, with a small, circular, rose- 
colored body mounted on immensely long, jointed, 
stiltlike stalks of legs. Its jaws were almost as 
big as its body, and it waved from its head two 
slim, whiplike antenne, or feelers, even more 
ludicrously elongated than its legs. It may have 
been by some delicate perception in these feelers 
that it noticed the trembling violet light; for 


The colossal but almost naked skeleton of a whale 
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where its eyes should have been were merely two 
pin points of black, a mere rudimentary suggestion 
of what may have been eyes in some remote shoal- 
water ancestor. However that may be, the stork- 
like crab certainly perceived the lure. He came 
sidling toward it awkwardly but swiftly, his great 
jaws working with eagerness. 

But another prowler had also caught sight of the 
enticing wisp of violet. An immense scarlet shrimp, 
as big as a lobster, came swimming at it backward. 
He could see well: enough, having a pair of ex- 
travagantly large eyes, each with a bright white 
bull’s-eye lamp glowing beside it. He saw not only 
the lure, but the sidling approach of his long-legged 
rival; and he shot down in jealous haste. The two 
arrived together. The little flame eluded their 
rush, and sank. They followed, clashing against 
each other—and plunged into a black cavern which 
opened and rose to meet them. The cavern gave a 
suckling gulp, and closed again with a snap. For 
a second or two those veiled, pale eyes on either 
side of it glowed faintly green, and then were ex- 
tinguished again. And once more the little violet 


flame lifted its lure above the silted slab. 
The next passer-by to heed the flame was so for- 





midable-looking that one would have thought the 
Lyer-in-Wait would take alarm and withdraw the 
lure. It was an immense, serpentine “oar-fish,” a 
good eighteen feet in length, with two long, slender 
fins, like a pair of oars, spreading from the sides 
of his head. The body was extraordinarily slender 
for its length, being little more than a foot in 
diameter, and carried a back fin running all the 
way from the tail to the top of the head. At the 
top of the head this fin was enlarged by several 
huge spines, perhaps two feet long, which slanted 
imposingly and_ threateningly 
The body was silvery in hue, and 


forward over the 
owner’s snout. 
carried a uniform faint green phosphorescence. 


N A LEISURELY fashion the oar-fish swam up 

toward the quivering violet lure. Formidable as 
he looked, it awaited his approach \t last he 
lunged at it, opening a smallish and not vety dan- 
gerous mouth as he did so. The lure, of course, 
vanished. The cavern yawned beneath him, lurched 
upward, and closed upon his body well behind the 
gill covers 
lashed the 
water desperately, till all the surrounding lights 


For a few moments the long. tail 


were extinguished in terror. But the captive, for 
all his length and strength, was utterly helpless in 
the grip of those terrific jaws and long, rending 
fangs. In a very few seconds he was bitten clean 
in two, and the head, with its protecting 
rolled to one 


spines, 
side. The broad, ungainly figure of 
the angler flopped clear of the silt and snapped 
voraciously at the quivering body, biting off two- 
foot lengths of it and gulping them almost without 
effort. His stomach swelled and swelled, but he 
kept cramming the banquet down, till not more than 
three or four feet of the tail end of the victim re- 
mained. Then he settled back into his lair, fanned 
his fins cleverly till his swollen form was once 
more veiled in silt, and proceeded to digest his 
gigantic meal. Having no more use for food at 


the moment, he refrained from hanging out the 


violet lure. 


AS SOON as the turmoil had subsided, and the 
ghost-lights had begun to reappear, the news 
went about in some strange way that a feast was 
spread beside the big stone In a very few min- 
utes the two remaining fragments of the dead oar 
fish the tail and the armored head were centers 


of voracious, struggling life and of a strange con 


fusion of lights Continued on page 41 
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eS Tt ee eS, eee first days . of 
| childhood, when it was 
indeed Our Street, no 
city place could well have 





been more tranquil or se- 
date. For the old brown- 
houses, with. their 
high stoops, their frescbed 


entries, and their broad 


stone 





windowpanes stretched in 
unbroken parallels from 
avenue to avenue, as if with their uncompromising 
uniformity 
distant enemy, the city’s business 





arranged on guard against that then 
To-day | 
can understand what true reactionaries, what genu- 
those old, 
| think that when the first wedge of trad 


ine aristocrats, they were, taid, homely 
houses 


was driven in among them they revealed, to such as 








ed and understood them, something of personal 
humiliation and chagrin 

(nd yet that first wedge was a trifling one. Into 
the basement of a dw ling Slig ly different from 
the rest—of subtly weaker lines, too near the east 


ern avenue to escape degeneracy when temptation 
moved a young foreignet 


took that road there 


w suddenly displayed the 





whose small, barred wind 

















paraphernalia of watchmaking! 

Instructed by our elders to avoid that pariah 
spot, naturally, governesses’ backs, we 
yn learned ind peer through tl 
indow b re ed that it 
dustrious artisan, his fingers deft in the mysteriou 
craft which might have to hear the grown-ups 
talking, magic destined t g down in wreckage 
all those ed | ne itcl ng 4 S 
he revealed to u ich { 9 { wi 

dre ef return | ( 

were tl locks t hart Hist 1 fu 

them | t t] t m ) t é 
‘ heir ticl ike tl 
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soft manifestation of another sort of life. But it 
was when they were about to strike the hour that 
we loved best to gather at those bars 

One chime, almost sonorous; half a dozen tinkles ; 
then a sweet, gonglike sound; immediately a con 
After the rest had died 

And finally, a belated 
little clock, with great rapidity, as if ashamed of its 
tardiness, concluded everything. The watchmaker’s 
“Still late, the little one!” 
And, pressing our cheeks against the iron bars, we 


fusion of clear discords. 
away, the chime persisted. 


engaging smile appeared. 


crowed in chorus, delighted by the smallest clock’s 
quite juvenile frailty: “Still late, the little one!” 

When at last we ventured into the shop, we knew 
fresh pleasures. Beneath a magnifying glass the 


tiniest of mechanisms were displayed for us; 
clocks struck to please us out of hours; on blue 
black dials the 


The foreigner 


moon appeared qurte arbitrarily 


became ou most amusing friend 


for our parents’ pre 


{ judice against the stranger 


gradually abated The alien grew more nearl 
plump—he had already grown a little gray—ane 
had not so much tim for entertainment But 
then, most of his old-time visitors were posting off 





to hoarding school at last, to catch a far glimpse of 
} 


larger mechanisms than he had to show, and dream 


of wider constellations than his dials displayed 


However, when vacation time came round, invaria 


mn H \ 


t hear the ks 


age 
his face lighted up when, despite our added inches 
changed dress he recognized us through the bars! 

On ( d statd houses then seemed hostile t 

t ite at night, when he walked modestly 

up and down the empty pavement to imbibe the ait 
the irkened ‘windows all glared down‘on him iust 
j f th the anim eond 
nitor I e tor { 

min { he 1 d llin « 

m thet t embe And present r 
n reshac | | n | 
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Insidiously decay set in about us, and then, into 
depreciated fields, came racketing business. So, 
after a while, we who had been children there were 
scattered far and wide. 
a day arrives when thoughts return intensely to 
It was in the twilight of a winter 
day that after twenty years of exile I approached 
Our Street again. 


But wherever one may go, 


the earliest spot 


Great buildings, bristling with uncouth signs, 


formed lofty, new perspectives; drays everywhere 
freight upon the 
threadbare babbling in foreign 
marched through where all had been native de 
corum and tranquillity. But suddenly I glimpsed 
front, how small, how 


| Well-nigh in 


dilapidated, and how lonely-looking ! 
been sentenced to destruction by the 


discharged their pavement; a 


army, tongues, 


one familiar brownstone 


uins, it had 
Above 


vasement was disseminated a soft, steady light. 


enemy the windows were all black; but from 
stared between the rust-corroded bars In a 

nellow aureole appeared a wrinkled face framed 

y a few white locks, and bony fingers settling in 

lace the jewels of a watch 

half a dozen 

\fter 


ward, with great rapidity, as if afraid of being late 


One chime, almost sonorou 


mftusion of clear dissonances 


Ah, br: Id humble alien! 
The monstrous buildings, the entangled drays, 
rdid crowds. all disappeared The past envel 


ped me; I was a child once mor vith all of life 
ahead ; my quiet home was close at hand, and in the 
yid-fashioned hall the best love of one’s lifetime 
ready with its kiss And my heart turned ovet 


when, through the basement bars, I cried out to the 


wraith f | e | day im breal oes 
~~ t me 
H | ped hi H ( ( vallicd nast 
! \ neth hen he had peered 
io int he dusl i great sob broke from him. 
tl t ( \ | Still il¢ th itt] one 
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I.— Chores on the Farm 











HE life of the prosperous 
Western farnier might be 
one round of pleasure but 
for the ever-present prob- 
lem of securing compe- 
tent and faithful help—a 
problem that grows more 
difficult each year. The 
industrious, intelligent 
“hired man” is more pre- 
cious than rubies and 

The farmer’s sons go to business 



































about as scarce. 
college and become stenographers and wear boiled 
linen ; the farm work must be done, and the task of 
finding somebody to do it is bringing the husband- 
man’s gray hairs in sorrow to the grave. 

I was a farm laborer for several years and 
worked for various employers; my wages ranging 
from $12 to $135 a month with board and washing. 
A hungry school-teacher boarded at one of the 
places where I worked, and paid $2 a week for 
meals and lodging, and she ate at least as much as 
I did. The item of washing didn’t amount to 
much, as I had only two shirts and went bare- 
footed. So the entire remuneration for my ardu- 
ous toil amounted to about $25 a month, and for 
this I worked from fifteen to eighteen hours a day. 
This was in the grand old times when corn sold 
for 15 cents a bushel and hogs for $3 a hundred- 
weight. Nowadays the Western farmer gets 50 
cents a bushel for his corn and $6 or more for his 
hogs, and everything he sells has increased in value 
accordingly. He gets almest as much for a roll of 
butter as he used to get for a cow, and everybody 
knows eggs are so valuable the grocer keeps them 
in his safe 
have in- 


HE wages of the hired man should 


creased correspondingly, but they haven't 
The able-bodied yeoman gets more than I used to 
get when my furrow broke the stubborn glebe, but 
he isn’t paid more than half what he should re- 
Kor farm 
every implement has a spring seat on it, is exhaust 


ceive. work, even in these days when 


ing and heartbreaking, and gives a man no time 
for recreation or reading or diversions of any kind 
The hired man must have all his fun in the winter 
when it’s too cold for From the day’ when 
the spring work opens until the last load of corn 


fun. 


has been shucked, he is chained to his oar as closely 


as the gentlemen of the ancient Roman galleys 


Every young man who can do it quits farm work 


at the earliest opportunity, and the opportunity 
omes frequently in these days of mail-order edu 
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aborer and his Hire 


Y Walt Mason 


cations, when a man can fit himself for a job as 
President of the United States by sending $4.67 to 
certain philanthropical educators in the East.. Every 
time the hired man picks up a magazine he beholds 
advertisements which denounce him bitterly for 
sticking to his painful drudgery when he might be 
the cashier of a trust company for the small sum 
of $4.67. 

The wages are small, and the work in the ‘field is 
hard, and there are many discouragements of one 
kind and another, but the thing that is driving 
laborers away from the farms is chores. I have 
suffered and endured, and I know. The tradition 
has been handed down from the time of our revo- 
lutionary sires that the hired man should do most 
of the chores, and the chores on a farm are as the 
sands of the seashore. It isn’t enough that he 
should go to the field shortly after sunrise, and toil 
there until the shades of night are falling fast; he 
is expected to do a half a day’s work before break- 
fast and another half a day’s work after supper. 

The hardest work my employer 
used to have when I was elevating 
the farm was waking me in the 
morning. The sleep of a hired man 
is the profoundest thing in this 
world. Only for the snoring, it is 
an excellent imitation of death. The 
farmer used to come to my room at 
about five o’clock in the morning 
with a tom-tom and a handspike. He 
sounded the tom-tom like a Chinese 
physician for a few minutes, and if 
that failed to rouse me, he used the 
lever and pried me out of bed, and 
then poured cold water over me, and 
pulled me around the floor by my feet 
and burned feathers under my nose 
until I sat up and asked if it wasn’t 
nearly bedtime. Being thus restored 
to consciousness, I had to go to the 
barn and curry mules I 
was destined to work during the day 


down the 


Mules are always peevish in the 


morning, and many a time they re- 


buked me with their heels The 
mules having been supplied with 
shredded hay and other breakfast 


foods which make rich, red blood, | 
had to 
about 

my province to carry swill to them 
from a barrel The 
buckets were big water-logged affairs 
which made a load when they 
empty, and it back 


feed the hogs There 
a million of them, and it 


were 


was 


near the house 


were 


was breaking 
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work carrying refreshments a hundred yards. This 
work being done, several bushels of corn had to 
be carried an equal distance to relieve the raven- 
ing creatures. 


HE hogs being supplied with the necessaries of 

life, 1 had to do an equal service for the calves 
There were eight or ten of them in an inclosure, 
and each had to.be given its bucket of milk. Mine 
not to reason why, mine not to make reply; mine 
but to do or die, and I dyed the atmosphere blue 
with language. . Men who have never taught calves 
to drink don’t know what sorrow is. One calf isn’t 
so bad, but when you have to go into a den of the 
bloodthirsty brutes, and have them climb all over 
you, in an effort to get at the, bucket first; when 
they .1it you in the stomach and run between your 
l. xs and upset you, and trample your whiskers into 
he ground, then you cry with Bernardo del Carpio: 
“Talk not of grief till thou hast seen the tears of 


warlike men!” (Cancluded on page 32) 





Literature loses its charm 
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TH its red brick, green 
shutters, and white por- 
tico, the outside of Mr. 
\mes’s Little Theatre is 
like a Colonial house. 
You find it tucked away 
in a side street, just out- 
side the glare of Broad- 
way, and as you enter the 
white hall—severe except 
for a bit of old Italian 

with its fireplace and carpeted 

stairway leading down to the tea room, you feel 







Swe ODE TROP spe 
edad Ee et 


ar = 








brocaded velvet 


as if you were going to somebody’s private party. 
The auditorium continues this novel impres- 
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Y Arthur Ruhl 


the cabman, soft, pleasant things for Mrs. Megan, 
and, for the Frenchman, the open road. 

In come some of the artist’s friends—a justice 
of the peace, a professor, a clergyman. ‘They are 
more stiff-necked, with vigorous theories as to what 
should be done. The J. P. is all for old-fashioned 
individualism. What these people want is a shock 

wake ’em up to some sense of responsibility, help 
the deserving and the devil take the hindmost! 
The professor, on the other hand, is for modern, 
scientific teamwork, for “giving the State all we 
can spare so that the undeserving may be made de 
serving.” And each gentleman is so sure that he 
can make the other see the light if he will give him 


PAR LLL T LiL T 
SAA 





the Jittle Cheatre 


sharp moment “of her baby that died—an’ dancin 

an’ ”’—in short, the policeman drags her out be- 
fore she can drown. And then, everybody belie, 
ing and having said that it would be much better 
for her if she could die, she is lugged off to court 
to be punished for attempting suicide 

It was Christmas Eve when these waifs came to 
gether in the artist’s studio. It is April Fool’s Day 
when they are seen for the last time, and Mr. Well 
wyn, having tipped three times instead of once the 
men who are moving his household effects to a new 
studio, whose address his daughter intends th: 
derelicts shall not know, of course ends by secretly 
giving his card to all three again. 

Nothing is “proved,” and the author ventures 





no personal opinion except a certain implied 





sion. It is a cozy little room, without balcony 
or boxes, just big enough for the 299 seats, set 
at such a slant that everybody can see. There 
is high wood paneling on the side walls with 
tapestry in between ; carpet, seats, and curtain 
are in soft unobtrusive tones. The lighting 
comes from shaded ceiling candelabra and elec- 
tric candles on the side walls, which carry out 
the idea of a house rather than a public place. 

It is in such a theatre that plays whose appeal 
is intimate rather than external, those in which 
the author gets down and talks face to face 


with his audience, so to speak, really get a fair 
chance. And its beneficent uses could scarcely | 
be better illustrated than they are in the presen } 


tation of Mr. Galsworthy’s “The Pigeon.” 


Ur. Galsworthy’s Play 


kK‘ IR “The Pigeon,” according to the conven 
tional rule f the game, is, perhaps, not 
a play at al The author merely says—very 
the Russians have a way of saying 
here are some people and this is the way they 
t. Here, for instance, is this soft-hearted 
artist person, Christopher Wellwyn, who gives 
money to every beggar who asks him for it and 
then gives his card, too, and tells them to hunt 
him up if they need help. Of course they come 
soon enough. They sleep in all his spare rooms, 
borrow all his clothes, and, after all, his kind 
ness seems to do little good. The broken-down 
old cabby only goes and gets drunk again ; the 
agabond Frenchman, with his quick under- 
osophy, and determi 


standing, snatches of phil 


nation not to be exploited by the bourgeoisie, 


sperate as ever. The pretty, pleas 








criticism of institutionalism which ignores the 
individual’s need of “being himself.” There is 
no plot; characters merely come and go. One 
could imagine Mr. Augustus Thomas, who 
watched proceedings the opening night with 
| great interest from a third-row seat, inwardly 
observing: “All very well, my dear fellow, but 
suppose you leave this nice little room and this 
sympathetic family party and fly your pigeon 
against the jumbled-up and more or less bone 

headed collection of listeners which fills the 
average theatre?” 


The Little Theatre’s Opportunity 


*UCH a question is pertinent, but it is pre 
cisely in escaping some of the mechanical 
difficulties which the dramatist must generally 
surmount that such a theatre performs its spe 
cial service, and gives a chance for work lik« 
this, which, ineffective as it might beas a rough 
and-ready theatrical machine, is six times mor¢ 
worth hearing than the average play 
It is difficult to convey in a hasty review any 
adequate notion of the lively and continuous 
charm of the piece as this excellent company 
presents it—its vigorous freshness and _ rich 





humor, the sense the spectator constantly gets 
of listening to the real thing. Of cours, by 
humor one doesn’t mean mere quotable “lines,” 
but that more suggestive humor which*springs 
from the general irony of thingsthe grim 
contrasts between humans and the vast forces 
which swirl them about. The broken-down old 
abby, helpless, hopeless, drunk as a lord, lurch 


ing out to heaven knows what, and mumbling 
cheerfully as he disappears, “Where to, mis 








Megan, who 


outhed Mrs 





flowers and won't live with her husband, 











ner gets rested and fed than she’s out 
ti uuble again 
lf the d man, with his hearty British 
hatred of “aliens,” were but in a slightly different 
iterial husk, people would find him a “fine old 
ed gentleman, carrying his liquor well.” The 
Frenchman would be a traveler, a graceful 
il above mere trade.” Th 
f] d t charming Mrs. So-and 
‘ hic. full of the jote dé 17? 
( at that T t I 
Ane i rotter 1 is the artist's crisp 
prac daughte pl t He might ette 
top ind tak ire of himself, bt 
r i wn master lf 
é iys he, tappit 
é know what | an 








Mr. Russ Whytal as the artist and Miss Gaythorne 


as the flower girl in The Pigeon’ 


but a minute’s time that they bustle off the stage 
in a gale of their own argument 
The flower girl goes out to service 
place’—the clergyman beams with great satisfac 
ut a little later that “she’s got 


“an excellent 


tion, only to find 


the footman into trouble The Frenchman goes 
an institution palace,” says he, after his 
scape ni ’ on the floor,” but it appears 
iat there’s something which scientific manage 
nent, sanitation, and germless food will not reach 
there is in me humat uls, Monsieur, what 
nn be made tame 
Mrs. Megan, in a burst of despair, finally jumps 
the river en this stiffening of will is 
rl tet ld it gets into her 
( 
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ter?” is an example. So are the two theorists 
tumbling over him as—still talking—they 
hurry out. The individual is not taken account 
l'renchman 


in their reckoning Or the 


O 
ling to describe that “something which cannot 


strugg 
ve made tame”—“You English are so—so civilized 
Everything that could be done to give a perfect 

presentation of the author’s work has been don 


it would seem, by Mr. Ames, Mr. Platt, his pr 


ducer, and the dozen players As the Frenchman 
Mr. frank Reicher had the most picturesque 

ind his performance was a very delicate and vivid 
mi Scarcely less entertaining was the abmar 


fi Mr. Sydney Valentine, while Mr. Russ Whyta 


ve genuine personality to the artist, « 


Ra 
voice seemed occasionally to overaccent the sent 
mental note. Miss Pamela Gaythorne was perf¢ 
as Mrs Megan, and Miss Loui ( seymour 
risp and characteristic a young Enclisl irl 
| just stepped out he Chr Gra 
c= —y | r 7 + 
aap 





R 


R 


R 


O 


30 


<ok ee igabi 





AWS 






SUSE DRI SI IOS WE EDS AS OES: 





SRR 





{B6) 














GF 


xX 








3HWH H SEWYF ASB HavWHDOL1OnG Q3ivVYOdGHOINI'NOS PF BBINN0 a9 AB ZI6i LHOIBAGDO 


Azyayaulsg jeuoneN uozwurysy oy} ut peserd oom Asay. Ez yore] uo pue ‘SUITJOIA s,asuUTe| 243 JO eAY-A}XIS jo—eqndg ur Ajiueioduis} p2llojuI pue [aSseaA ayy jo Bulsrel 34} 
YUM PIIZAOIZI— S2ipog 343 S238IG PIU, 24} 0} 910q eUI[OIeED YON 43 ‘0ds [eIING 943 WOY Zuipsess01g ‘“eaS UMII}S-IaMOY & SSOIOE [[2} ‘spNoyd 34} YsNoiyy Suryesiq 
‘yasuns jestdom ay} jo shel ayy ‘aAeid s[qeiouoy ue oj} Suldy 3ey yywM Suros ‘soaem oy} yWe2ueq yues Aljenpeis sys sdiysiem Buryd3em dy wos pepunos saiaMm sde} se 
pue ‘pousdo o1om suley 24) JO SY¥DO9 eas BY} BIOYS WO satu INO ‘OdTXe JO JINDH yi Jo sidzeMm 9y} ul sde[d Sunyser yse] 1104} 0} pousisuod pue eueARTP] JO 1OGIeY ay} JO 
nO WeYysuUIWIIIg JeSiINID 94} pur EUT[OIeD YWON drysoweq ‘sg ‘AQ 241 Aq payOdse a19Mm ouTeY drysetweEg “S ‘fF 24} JO SUTeWIOI 394} ‘UOOUIDe 24} UT Y90[9,0 O£:S je “gi YoIeW UO 


oUuIvAL ey JO [eng oy 















































Da | 














38 


» 


2 eee 
aK 





a 
RE 


t 
g 


OB 
er 


7) 
% 


‘4 
— 


ee 


6 
vou >) 
: 


of 


=> 
yo 


Af 








AERIS EES 




















> | James W. Brougher Ts Ww KIDDING AUTO 
ad cee ~ |i Bs c ACCIDENT _ | HITS BiG BUMP: | 








t nerve tension where the rustling of a pro- IS DEM EMOL 
gram rang in one’s ears like the sudden 0 ISHED] 
; breaking of a wave upon the seashore. Mi 
HEN the strain was over, and men —— -" oe se Ealoging to c. 
and women sank back in relief, ym i .~ ace sco eC an "Tackle Ae ™ 
he said to them in simple ordinary tones, a | an auroral sae Antias (wedese wns | culls tor O9NG tne Smo IE ‘ve 
that fell like the sighing of wind on the k : Je, coe and Waar Msmemats Te, | a hevet ance stone eetacel CRAUFP r 
sensitive chords of consciousness: “Like , erage AS eae ich co ater wo Med UN un Moe Fg E S HURT 
that to-day, my friends, Jesus Christ calls, ss - ae nan 3 aaa BF GLASSF 


wake up! wake up! you men and women } : . : _ ACK 

that are lulled into the sleep of death by \ Rit. ‘ : UE 10 tr wnaae 
the delirium of pain or sorrow or sin or | ; 3 a“ Morning, 
joy or selfish pleasure, or whatever you 


urnett Wag 








may call it. Wake up! Jesus Christ is ‘ali = } ate ° aan eas ough and 
calling you.” ; . . ? out ea vat aay “i coxsae Ry 

Aftr having wrought his auditors to : sh a = ’ nim ME "nee 
the highest pitch by the arts of the actor } ‘ 3 eS SF ort ee. atest 5 reactie’ 4i0g, one vetore 


of blood-curdling melodrama, the speaker 
charmed and soothed their minds by the 
simplicity of his next beginning, for he = emmpeien : ich Mas | ans 
was now going on to declare that the f ” , , & denser! ned oc 
“Greatest Anthem Ever Sung” was a proc- 
lamation of “Peace on Earth.” <A few 
feet from him was the music rack of the 
precentor. 

How Dr. Brougher got over to this 
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music rack I failed to observe, but all| & -—- Wart : ‘Arai 
at once he was there and had managed| 3 P73 . Ww d Ch . Serious “ Hurled from Car in 
to drape himself upon it in a most grace- = John! You Must Get ee ains For ee agile Central Park 
* ° ° ° pa = teases Sarr se akin of on 3 . fie re ragheg ed 
oy ful, meditative, self-forgetful pose. The = yr A. Cetin restate ccaped FIVED SEVERAL 
‘\ Ai a J ; “96 = 39 - anam FAP rrowly oy whem Bey 
3X device—if it were a device—was skillfully = Our Car Today eS cages" ty yester@@puried CUTS ON HIS HEAD} 
al contrived to reflect the mood into which = —— sous Wesaeee ones go, Syrererna ee 
ane he wished to pitch his audience. Stand- = . . — : aye atch orctor noe AO ee 
Ake mgt thane with bis head” uses ids Seow, | Nine-tenths of all automobile accidents are caused by Fi iter, on fre is Apartments in the 
ANd) “ 4 ir 2 ’ = . : j 7 peat Roe six "wate sn a8 thE O was WRitz-Cartton Hotel, 
ode seeming quite oblivious to the fact that} 2] skidding. Hardly a day goes by but the newspapers noernay 6 Noraaes 388 onan 
aaa < ele: Aidiee ee ee i Nig vars aie : ne MAEM ated how 1 RT S -E 
Me Pike petedas ae =! chron § x mis S . sont eo 
ays he was not the only man in the aud hronicle some startling mishap entailing broken limbs, smashed car 10. erderaOee ec vam 1 omVE IN SOCIAL LiF 
aie torium, appearing completely engrossed in 2 pen d Se ed ie aon tee eds aa 
thought, he looked up quite casually after | 3] ad tremendous expense. we Sop Rpnphontteny shat 
a considerable interval and revealed what = ” = ° ‘es ee : . eee cen os for Time Bein 
1 considerable interval and revea tl) Ss Careless drivers and foolish ‘‘joy riders’ are not the only ones _ ¥.w#. ss"iou Pier Time Bene 
' was passing in his mind. = ; : SS rs Bare Da oe Guid 
“ Y friends.” | laimed, “I =| who eet into trouble. The most careful driver—the man who says and thinks /e oO un cone ala 
rends, ne exclaimed, have you} SS! never takes chances is often ‘‘up against’’ serious difficulties. ‘When motoring on wet, muddy, erely injured in a8 autbe 
ever stopped to think why we can- =| snow-covered roads or on icy, slippery, greasy pavements, try as he may, and even if he exercise Aare igp priest” 
not get along peaceably in the world?’ = ioe kane lig Noe, : line: hiddi “evn! ‘walle pie Bis oclock He receive] 
= every possible precaution, he cannot prevent slipping and skidding unless his car is equipped with ve forenead and several 
He waited while his interrogation sank in, = ss ieeaks and dee all 
and then he added specifications. “Why = 
there should be strife? strife in the world - 























at large? war between nations? strife in 


the home? war between fathers and sons: 
between husbands and wives? between 








Weed Antiskid Chains “¥ 


A well known editor of one of the largest automobile papers thus expresses his views: ' 


oft Ts v ery coe oy 4 ee the pen ‘The fact remains that no other device will do just what Weed Chains will do. The Weed invention is one of the 
He IP he ia “acco man and ye ack > Whe” most remarkable in the history of the Motor Car industry. When first put upon the 
Pa tie sited sincldicamtie y Sea ek a ae market, its effectiveness was self evident, but the skeptic said it would ruin tires and that 
IG cae 5 prcias fe = 7 something far better would be forthcoming. ‘The fact is that it constantly creeps and does 
Ee differences that to-day make war and not ruin tires any more thanthe ordinary use of the tire—without the chains—wears it. 
aN make hell be settled? Dynamiting,” he pe ca gee . ; 
said, and paused to let that word which Another fact is that Taxicab companies, who do everything that money can do to 


has so many dramatic connotations in Los minimize accidents, universally use Weed Chains because no other device at any price is 


oo Angeles reverberate in the minds of his equally effective.”” 

CG hearers—“dynamiting and all that is back 

rah 81d of it on the side of labor; yes, and all When Used on the Front Wheels, Too 

ah that is back of it on the side of capital ayes f : a 

Ae must pass away. The sound of the war Weed Chains give comfortable, easy steering; no cramped fingers; no 
a drum must cease forever.” Here again cramped arms; no sore muscles—out of car tracks, ruts, snowdrifts and S‘heavy going’’ 
ez he told a moving, dramatic story which —just like steering on smooth roads. 


space excludes. And then he came back 
to his third and last division: “Good will 





Even if you don’t value your own life—what right have you to im- 
peril the lives of others. 








RB, ee ple,” he began, “think that For your own safety, for the safety of the public, stop at your dealer’s 
A God doesn’t like them, that He is looking today and fully equip your car with Weed Chains. 

iy e Tr ve ‘ be re a 4 or sh a ( My Recommended and sold by all reputable dealers. 

a riends, that is utterly false. ile Gos- 

ay sl of 2sus C is S : sssage of : 4 4 M 

pel of Jesus Christ is a message of the feaite Weed Chain Tire Grip Co., 28 Moore St., New York 


good will of God toward men. I asked | 
Squire Jones one time what he had that 
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Ne little square fence up there in the pas 

& ture for. | : a 

aK ‘That,’ he explained, ‘is an old well; 1 

ah have got it fenced around and covered up e °* 

1% so that neither man nor cattle can fall into 18 OO 18 or Ou eines 

i) it.’ That,” declared the preacher, “is the 

oYe way and the will of God. He has got the 

ait pitfalls in this world fenced around so . . : . - ~ ° ~ ° : ° ° 
sh men and women cannot fall into them | It you will clip off the coupon at the foot of this page—fill it out and mail to us, it will 
dy cnt Soar Serie tae Sons | Oring to you, absolutely free of charge, and without reservation of any sort, one of the 
&Y: ‘ ~ pr} co _O al 

ee anoky law is —— _ He | most delightful little volumes about books and their makers that you have ever opened— 
(3/8 does not punish is law 1s the barrier 

Re which His love has erected to keep men|&@ 64-page volume which you will find to be as valuable a work as you ever thumbed 
ii from sorrow and px and death.” 

4 Br EPR eee ee See eee through. This book we prepared at considerable expense in order to make possible an 
iy AGAIN he came to the conclusion of z = 

Te his paragravh, and this time it was adequate description of The Harvard Classics— f ™ 

ay the conclusion of his sermon also, with , 


Jf the story of Edward the Black Prince . 9 
Ws at the battle of Cressy, who, when hard r iot Ss 
Qe — e 


pressed by the enemy, sent word to his 


wy father for succo . 
ye The father saved the request ha | Five-Foot Shelf of Books 


(is) prince | out, but as the situation 
came more 





3-30-12 


P. F. COLLIER 


aesperat i] acx a > } 
for help, ae thie ey the penny pty , PF , ; as ten ty 
acl: thie iieneeane - but it has turned out to be such a useful of trained opinion as to the pie Pini yyy 
| “Tt want vou to win your spurs yourself, work in itself that we want every lover — finest volumes of the World’ 
but I am watching you, and if you actu- | OF books among Collier’s readers to have literature and history—tfor Please send to me 
ally need succor, it will be given.” a copy of it It is not a mere catalogue it represents the views, “ nine Drags: 
1 d charge, the 64 - page 


“That,” said the preacher, “is the sum 
ming up of the message of my text to you 
this morning, the message of ‘The Great : 
| est Anthem Ever Sung,’ the message that | Might give after lecture hours, Stating educators—it shoul 
God is watching you, the message that God why certain authors, and certain works prove of service in th 


1 ) ° © + « . tu ] "ari 
of titles and authors, but a chatty, read- not only of Dr. Eliot booklet describing The 
Eliot Five-Foot Shelf of 


able summary, such as a college professor but of distinguished 
Books. 


| is hoping that yor ll O S “S ore j : : : : 1; ; ] 
tp Pings fat you will win your spurs, | were chosen, and going into a discussion library of any reader. 
} hat you will build a character that knows of tt h d thes k , 
1 e e ) ( a - t y : 
ow to triumph over the foes of your life, sari wpe ace am ~sstegacll olaelncs 3 
} but that in every trying moment He is It is full of literary suggestions and 
] + 


The booklets are going rapidly, 
P . 1 - . ‘ : and to avoid disappointment we suggest 
end you succor Glory, glory to usefulness, showing as | oes a consensus you tear off the coupon now, and ma 
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Motocycle 


TAKE ADVANTAGE 


of the open country! It’s at your door 
when you ride an Indian Motocycle. 


Anybody who has ever ridden a bicycle 
can master the Indian in five minutes. You 
need no mechanical knowledge cr skill. 
You need only to become familiar with the 
control devices, and in the Indian they're 
very simple. A twist of the wrist applies 
and releases the power, and absolute con- 
trol is assured at all times. 


The Indian is capable of any speed you 
like, from 4 to 50 miles an hour. The Free 
Engine Clutch and improved Hedstrom 
Carbureter enable you to drive your Indian 
at a walking pace amongst traffic. As for 
speed, the Indian holds all American official 
speed records and moreover all the F. A. M. 
championships, the trans-continental record 
and all economy class records save one. 


Free Engine Clutch and Magneto supplied 
with all 1912 Indians without extra charge. 


4 H. P., Single Cylinder, $200 
7 H.P., Twin Cylinder, $250 
1200 Indian agents throughout the country are ready to 


take your order NOW for the 1912 season. Delay means 
disappointment in early delivery. 








Send today for free, illustrated catalog de- 
scribing all 1912 models and improvements 


THE HENDEE MFG. CO., 841 State St., Springfield, Mass. 
(Largest Motorcycle Mani facturers in the World) 


Chicago Denver San Francisce London 














; OU, the car owner, need no longer number 
F cylinder troubles among your motor cares. 

Pitted cylinder walls and valves, weak com- 
pression, faulty ignition, can almost invariably be 
traced to an inferior cylinder oil. 





The perfect cylinder oil contains no carbon impurities. 
q Its lubricating qualities have not been impaired in order to 
eliminate carbon. It shows a zero cold test. 





| The most 

\ careful working tests have shown none of the troublesome 

} carbon deposits so common with motor oils. It burns 
absolutely clean. It has sufficient body to lubricate per- 

\ fectly. Cylinders never “‘dry out,’’ never become scarred or 

A pitted. It has a cold test of zero and thereby eliminates all of 

\\ the lubrication troubles usually caused by cold weather. 

| These are strong statements. You may feel skeptical. 

\) best proof of their truth is in the use of the oil itself. 


Texaco Motor Oil meets these requirements. 


The 


Try acan. 


ae eT 













; Sold in 1 and § gallon cans at garages and supply shops. For instructive 
booklet, ‘‘About Motor Lubrication,’’ address Dept. BR. 2 Washington St., 

Bc Mone o- aaeieiee . , 

THE TEXAS COMPANY 

HOUSTON NEW YORK 








BRANCH OFF ES 
Norfolk New Orleans 


hia St. Lou Auanta 





James Whitcomb Brougher 


Concluded 


God in the highest, and on earth peace 
and good will toward men who are well 
pleasing unto Him.” 

Suddenly Dr. Brougher’s hands were 
outstretched, his head was bowed, and 
he was pronouncing a simple benediction 
There was no closing 
hymn. The service 
was over 

Dr. Brougher stood 
at the main exit of 
the auditorium, and 
everyone who desired 
had an opportunity 
to shake hands with 
him. 

Here again the 
man did not pose. 
He appears a simple, 
straightforward, lik- 
able man, who likes 
people and likes to 
have people like him. 
It was evident that 
there are no barriers 
raised between him- 
self and his hearers. 
I caught neither in 
his words nor in his 
manner the slightest 
touch of cant. While 
the crowd sifted out 
I stood there look 
ing and thinking, 
trying to understand 
What is it? The 
sermon was neither 
great nor brilliant. 
There was not an 
idea in it that was 
new. Why, then, did 
he have the crowd? 
Was it because his preaching was light 
or ephemeral or effervescent Did the 
crowds come to see a mere reed of a 
man shaken by the wind of his own 
egotism? In all this message there 
was not a single phrase to hint that Dr. 
Brougher had any views on criticism, or 
the old or the new theology, or the new 
doctrine of social service about which 
everyone is talking and thinking. The 
Christian Gospel was proclaimed as a 
plain and decidedly old-fashioned body 
of truth. At the same time it was abso 
lutely stripped of the old mechanical the 
ology. It was an optimistic Gospel, a 
Gospel of hope and good cheer. Nobody 





one } 

was’ consigned to hell; all were counseled 
to the hope of heaven. It contained an 
everyday body of practical religious truth, 
preached to an immense audience of 
everyday people by an everyday sort of 
man whose manner has a Lincolnian sim- 
plicity and earnestness 
about it The man 
is a natural preacher 
He strikes broad, 
deep notes 

\t eight o’clock at 
night | appeared 
again at the Temple 
\n usher met me in 
the lobby, which was 
dark and lonely. 

“Il am very sorty, 
sir,” he explained po 
litely, “but it would 
be absolutely impos- 
sible to find you a 
seat. We have turned 
away several thou 
sand people to-night.” 

“Does this happen 
often?” I inquired, 
in awed tones. 

“We have been 
turning away from 
five hundred to thre« 
thousand people every 
Sunday night for two 
years,” he replied 

And Dr. Brougher, 
who is just forty-one 
years old, has been 
doing this sort of 
thing all his preach 
ing life. He did it in 


He talks to you alone the six years of his 


first pastorate, which 

was at Paterson, New Jersey. He dupli 
cated this at Chattanooga, Tennessee, dur 
ing four years, and surpassed himself in 
a five-year pastorate at Portland; Oregon, 
during the last two years of which his in 
fluence in the municipality was so great 
that it was a rare man who thought of 
running for any office, from mayor to dog 
catcher, without seeking the support of 
the homely man whose homely ministry 
had become an institution of the city 
Dr. Brougher has been in Los Angeles 
two years. The membership of his con 
gregation has exactly doubled in that time 
Sensational? _Of course he is. So was 


Jeremial 





The Laborer and His Hire 


Concluded from page 


Having escaped alive from the calves, | 
had to turn in and help milk the feeble- 
minded cows, animals which take an in 
sane delight in hitting you in the face 
with their tails. When the cows wert 
milked it was usually breakfast time, and 
after that meal I drove my team afield 
and sweltered up and down the corn rows 
all day, and when night came, and the sup 
per had been disposed of, there was the 
same round of chores to be done again; 
and when the last hog had been refreshed, 
and the last calf overpowered and fed, | 
was so tired that I had to lift my feet 
with my hands when I went upstairs to 
my room. In that room there was a 
shelf of books and a little table with 
magazines on it. The farmer had pointed 
to these things with pride, as being “the 
comforts of a home,’ when he hired m« 
Although fond of reading, I never one: 
looked into those books or magazines 
during the months I occupied the room 


When a man is so tired that you can hear 


his back ache around a block, literature 
loses its charm 


And the worst of the whole experience 


was that I had no rest on Sunday. There 
was the usual string of chores in th 
morning and the usual string at night 
ind during the day malevolent cows wer 
breaking into the corn field, or hogs pos 
essed of brainstorms were mired in a 
lough, or a hen was laying astray, and 
of course the hired man had to remedy 
things 

The conditions are much the same to 
day. The Western hired man has to do 
the chores, and the chores are driving 


him away from the farm 

The help problem never will be solved 
until the farmer takes the burden of 
chores from the hired man’s shoulder 
and is satisfied with an honest day’s work 
in the field 


r 
This is the first of a series of farm sketches by Mr 
Mason. The others, equaling the present installment in 
truthful humor, will follow at short intervals. 





Under the Mask 


Continued from page 21 


‘A thief,” said he, half in earnest, half 
in mockery) “A crook, ma’am, at your 
service.” 

She gasped at the realization of her 
dread 

“Well?” she said, throwing the book o1 
the shawl at her feet. “I am defenseles 
you poor coward! What is it?” 

“Aw, say!” Paymaster exclaimed, stung 
into sincerity “You put me in wt 
[ wouldn’t be here if I didn’t need the 
money Be reasonable.” 

“The point of all this?” she inquired 
“Whatever it may be, let us ha it over 
with. I prefer the society of my dog 


“That's a 1 dog!” the adventurer 


claimed et 


, riding bli 
pts to humiliate him 
ome better Trust a good dog to know 


And good sports t 
men and women with the real stuff 


isiasticall 





her attem 


ma’am 


or ‘Briarty,’ young he is, sitting here 
close to m d = 

Paymaster laughe 

“Here, boy,” I Ll ft; How’s th 
ld mat Briart ! 

my 7 , f 1 ] 

1 he is ped Vat an sitting 
I nm in tre t i t id ire! talked 

th whine d tl 1 t f 
<pectant iit t ring 

| ore rabett [I reg 
h dog cept Show h 
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MOTOR CARS 


The more intimately you become acquainted 

with the really big and important people of this 
country the more you hear the Garford spoken of. 
And a car that is chosen by the most distinguished 
must be a car of rare distinction. 


The Garford Town cars for 1912 represent, 

what we sincerely believe to be, the very highest 
accomplishment in fine closed car construction. The 
magnificently hand finished large bodies have unusually 
wide doors. ‘The interiors are luxurious and there is 
plenty of room for comfort. Electric lights inside 
and out. The car shown here is our famous “Four 
Forty’’ Limousine—priced at $4800. 


And you will want to see the Garford ‘‘Six’’— 
the most advanced six cylinder car in America. 


Write for Garford literature. Ask for book B 


The Willys-Garford Sales Company 


Toledo, Ohio 




















2 ather 


ather that does not need to be 
“rubbed in” with the fingers 


—lather that begins 
beard as soon as it touches 








your face 


—lather that leaves 
and refreshed 


your face feeling clean, smooth 


—good shaving lather for real shaving comfort— 
that’s 


COCGATE’S 


SHAVING CATHER 


No matter which method you use, Stick, Powder or Cream, 
Colgate’s Lather excels. It is softening, soothing and sanitary. 
Analyses by eminent chemists prove it to be notably free 
from uncombined alkali (the cause of “smart” and “‘burn’’). 


Buy your choice of the Colgate Shaving Preparations 
at your dealer’s—or for a generous trial size of the 
stick, Powder or Cream send us 4 cents in stamps. 











DISABILITY INSURA stin y Dollars a Pycarwayile 
i 
semi-annually or quarterty if you etter will provide an income of | 
¢S25 per week while you are disabled by EITHER ACCIDENT OR ILLNESS. 
And in addition — 
$5,000 to your family if your or ROOHOENT results fatally. 
$5,000 to You if it causes loss of both hands; or both féet, or one hand. 
and one foot; or one hand and one eye; or one foot and one eye. 
$2,500 to you if it causes loss of one hand, or one foot; or one eye. 
These pt for iliness) are ALL DOUBLED if your accident 
happens in a public passenger conveyance or elevator, or in # burning bullding. 
lf your occupation puts you in the ‘‘ Preferred” class, and you are under 50 
years of age and in good health, send us the coupon and we will tell you more 


. ee FETNA-IZE YOUR INCOME  _ 
ETNA LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY _ 


ACCIDENT AND LIABILITY DEPT. HARTFORD, CONN. 
TELL ME HOW TO ATNA-IZE MY INCOME 








: Age Se Name 


Address 
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Under the Mask 


(Continued from page 32 


emerald with an eloquent gesture of one 
middie finger. 

‘That’s all,” he said. 

The woman hid the stone 
tense clasp of her right hand. 

“You would use violence!” she cried, 
accusing him and asking him a question 
in one sentence. 

‘I asked you to ke reasonable,” he an- 
swered. “It all lies with you. So who's 
responsible if there’s trouble—you or me? 
That's all I want—the big stone.” 

“I believe now that’s all you came for,” 
she asserted, looking up at him. 


under the 


H® was not sure that by this conclu- 
sion she had not gained an advan- 
tage. Trying to seem sly and vicious, he 
whispered : 

“How do you know: 

“Your face!” 

He stooped and with one arm around 
the dog’s shoulders, put his cheek close 
to that of the terrier’s. He seemed much 
at his ease again; he looked up at her. 

“We're different kinds of people- -you 
and me,” he suggested. “But don’t you 
believe for a minute that your kind has 
anything on my kind. It’s all airs with 
you. Your kind think you know books. 
But J know people... Books ain’t anything 
but what’s written about people. I like 
this chance. It’s a chance for me to tell 
you what I think of your kind—the 
la-di-das. You wouldn’t know the real 
stuff if you saw it.” 

Miss Babett, glad to play for time, 
smiled. She evidently allowed herself 
to pray that somehow out of the deserted 
waste some man or circumstance would 
appear to avert this menace in the form of 
the lithe young man whose shrewd eyes 
had taken in every detail of her per- 
sonality. 

“I’m afraid we might have a difference 
of opinion about what real stuff is,” she 
said, returning to her sneers. “A gentle- 
man who takes a chance to insult me be- 
cause no servant is near to kick him into 
the ocean, must, of course, have strange 
ideas of manners. And even a Bowery 
thief who brings a revolver to attack a 
woman has a curious notion about morals. 
Real stuff! Real stuff—did you say? You 
are right—we are very different kinds of 
people. It is not your fault. It’s the 
blood of you commoners—the mongrel 
strain, my good man.” 


>) 


AYMASTER’S face darkened. She 

saw that she had gone too far. She 
had been no actress, cleverly playing to 
delay action. She had allowed herself to 
speak as she felt. In this dizzy moment 
she recalled, perhaps, the occasion when 
she had flaunted her pride and snobbery 
before the only man she had ever regarded 
as a possible mate, with the result that he, 
instead of taking her fiercely into his 
arms as he should have done, was so over- 


civilized that he had merely turned the 
pages of a rare volume in her father’s 
library She realized the mistake she 


had made then, and the one she had made 
now 
“Come!” snapped the adventurer. 


“You're making a monkey of me with 
your—your—education. Give me_ that 
sparkler or I’ll—” 

“But—a moment!” she _ interrupted, 


struggling with her leaping nerves. Be- 
fore you take this ring—or try to get it— 
you might tell me—for I want to know— 
what you know—about what you call the 
real stuff? What woman—” 


“None in particular,’ said Paymaster 


quickly. “But there are plenty of ’em 

just the same. I know when a woman’s 

got the real stuff. I knew a shop girl once 

who kept herself respectable when—Oh, 

what’s the use? It’s like talkin’ Yiddisher 
to you - 

ISS BABETT?’S lips, usually so cold 

4 and firm, relaxed a little cynically. 

“Which of us is the snob?” she asked, 

| sitting down on the sand and with a su- 


| of such 
| something 


yreme effort to appear calm, arranging 
her skirt about her slim ankles ‘There 
now, Mr. Thief,—truly—where’s your 
tole rance?” 

Paymaster stared at her upturned, 


smiling face for a moment. He found it 
contained the quick intelligence of the face 
Natalie Murphy and— 
unusual and rare 


girls as 
more and 


Her expression was hardened by self 
control and self-satisfaction and a strange 
accompanying bitterness, suggestive of the 
tragic pains of being superior, but the 
harm of the primary instincts, the good 
iid lovable and divine instincts, peeped out 
from behind the mask. It was the lovely 
maiden princess turned to stone, waiting 


heart of man to 
enchantment of artificiality and 
realized this other, as it 


for the brave voung 
break the 
ride He 


as no 


happened, had ever realized it; he found 
himself envying the joy some man would 
have in proving his strength, not to over- 
come innocence, but to tear from this 
woman’s face, when no one else could 
see, the veneer that complicated civiliza- 
tion had put there, and to claim all that 
was beneath for his very own. The fact 
remained that this slim, gray-eyed patri 
cian now invited an extension of his com- 
panionship, not because she enjoyed it, 
but for the obvious reason that she <p 
in some way to delay the transfer of her 
emerald. 

She spoke again. “Why don’t you sit 
down? You can’t be afraid of me. And 
I am interested.” 

“Give me the ring first,” he said shrewd- 
ly. “I want to see whether your interest 
is the same afterward.” 

She examined the stone. 

“My great—great—great grandfather 
brought this back from Siam. He was in 
the East India trade in the day of clipper 
ships. The emeraid was in the forehead 
of an idol.” 

Paymaster grinned. He sat down. He 
wet his lips and rar his fingers through 
the fine sand. 

“Your grandfather,” 
out over the blue waters, 
in his fingers.” 


said he, looking 
“was some light 


H1S was a new consideration; it was 
evident that Miss Babett had not 
thought of the ethics of stealing from the 
heathen. A tint of pink swept across her 
high white forehead and dropped like 
crimson curtains down her cheeks and into 
the curve where her lace collar parted to 
expose a bit of her bare throat. 
“Come!” said the adventurer shar rply. 

The young woman with the trembling 
fingers of her right hand touched the ring. 

“Allow me to save you the annoyance 
of taking this from me,” she said with an 
admirable imitation of good nature. “I 
would like you to believe that I have 
of the real stuff, as you call it, in 
perhaps the thing referred to as 
sportsmanship.” 

Paymaster sniffed and watched her dis- 
trustfully as she leaned toward him 

“Won't it be nicer for me to put the 
ring on vor; finger ? ” she asked with a 
little shiver. “Let me see your hand— 
your right hand.” 

He knew no reason why he should not 
enjoy as far as possible the encounter with 
her personality. 

“You have good hands,” she 
tonishingly refined.” 

She reached forward boldly and turned 

his palm upward. Her touch was cool and 
enjoyable; only an old prejudice against 
“her kind” prevented him from closing 
his fingers over hers. He felt her other 
hand which had moved covertly under the 
creen of her body, feeling along the edge 
of his coat, but the wind blew strands of 
her hair across his face He did not 
start. He laughed contentedly and winked 
at the dog who sat admiring him 


= )DENLY she sprang away. 
“Now!” she screamed, jumping to her 
feet. 

He looked up to find, as he had ex- 
pecied, that he was gazing down the muz- 
zle of his revolver. 

“Congratulations, 


some 
me— 
good 


said. “As- 


said he. 


“Get up, you thief!” she commanded 

“What difference does it make that 
you've got the gun?” he said, “If you was 
Natalie Murphy and I was after that 
ring you'd pull the trigger. But you 
ain’t Natalie Murphy, ma’am. That’s the 


wouldn’t like to see a 
hole bored in me. And you don’t believe 
in the kind of methods used by fellers like 
me in a tight pinch. You won’t pull that 
trigger, because you've got culture. You 
know it ain’t right to shoot or break 
your promises or tell lies or steal a man’s 


difference You 


gun. You'd give up the emerald first! 

The girl’s eyes flashed, her nostrils dis 
tended. The veneer had gone; she was 
a beautiful animal. 


‘Try me!” she whispered in a vicious 
voice that was music to Paymaster’s ears. 
“T'll kill!” 

The adventurer crouched lik, 
of the cat tribe about to spr:ng. 

“Gimme that ring!” he roared, 
forward 

The wom 
S the 


a member 
unging 


n pulled the trigger; the only 


sound wa sharp click of the hammer 


AYMASTER stepped back a pace or 


two like a connoisseur indulging him- 
self before a wonderful picture 
The hammer clicked again. 
“Don’t trouble yourself,” he said. “The 


gun was only a persuader. There's noth 
ing in it 


Miss 


chest rose an 


Jabett drew herself erect, her 


d fell. 
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the New Torrey Honing Strop with the 
honing side surfaced with our newly 
discovered sharpening preparation. Just 
a few strokes on this side once or twic 
a week and a few more on the prepared 
leather side before and after shaving 
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NEW TORREY 
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It will keep an edge on your razor so keen that you 
can shave smooth and close every day and your skin 
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| Under the Mask | 


Continued from page 34 | 

“So you’re human!” exclaimed _ the | 
man. 

She looked at him in wonderment for 
an instant and then, threw the revolver 
far out above the grcen crest of an in- 
coming wave and, lifting both arms above 
her head, closed the two rows of white 
teeth, as though to bite through the con- 
tinuity of her one swelling cry of rage. 

“The lioness!” exclaimed Paymaster. 
He dropped to his knees like a heathen be 
fore a chiseled goddess and gazed up at 
her with mock adoration. 

As he looked, he saw her turn her 
head away and then, suddenly, her ex- 
pression changed. 

“Briartv! Briarty!” she cried. “Stop 
it! Come here, sir! Briarty!” 

Paymaster following her gaze with his 
own, understood. The Airedale had 
waited long for his cue in this strange 
drama on the deserted beach. Now, be- 
lieving that the revolver had been thrown 
into the water solely for him to retrieve, 
he had dashed with the momentum of his 
poweriul, limber speed into the surf. 

“Briarty! Briarty!” screamed the girl 
desperately. “He is lost.” 

“Lost!” sneered Paymaster. “Him lost? 
With all his otter-hound blood! Go on. 
rust an Airedale in the water.” 


HE girl’s gray eyes, however, did not 
turn an instant from the swimming 
| animal who now had reached the green 
swelling waters beyond the foam of the 
breakers. 

“It’s the tide!” she whispered some 
where from the back of her dry throat. 
“The tide! When it’s coming out of the 
mouth of the river, it carries everything 
out to sea.” 

The dog, swimming in circles, in a vain 
search for the object he believed had 
been thrown for the exhibition of his 
prowess, his black muzzle lifted high, 
uttered from time to time sharp cries of 
anxiety lest he fe humiliated by having 
to return empty-mouthed. But Paymaster 
could see that with each turn he was be 
ing carried further and further from 
shore. 

“Briarty 
again 

The adventurer, however, knew dogs. 
| Dogs had loved him, dogs had shown their 
hearts to him, dogs had poured out the 
inysteries of their souls through their eyes 
to him 

Paymaster stooped down, picked up a 
piece of driftwood, waited for the next 
inquiring glance from the creature, and 
then, by motions with the stick, said to 








Boy!” screamed the girl 





him in a sign language he could under- 
stand, “Come on back and we'll start the 
| game all over once more—you and I.” 


ee \iredale understood; he set his 
broad chest at once to the resist 
ance of the tide Miss Babett understood, 
too; she uttered a little exclamation of 
| gratitude 

The two members of the human species 
stood side by side, each with clenched 
hands, watching the inches gained or lost. 
\t last the adventurer could stand the 
silence no longer 





like a plunger at the races “Come on, 
Briarty. Look! See him size up the dis 


tance! The beast understands now! He 
knows what he’s up against Swim! 
Swim—yvou—bDoy!” 


The girl had picked up a handful of 


stretched one leg backward until the 
tendons pulled with comforting pain. His 





struggling dog unti: they ached, he talked 





“Come on!” he muttered, crouching | 


sand; she squeezed it till the grains ran | 


out in four fine streams between her | 
fingers. 

After five minutes the man, with a 
whispered oath, crouched lower and 


unblinking eyes were fixed upon the | 


| to himself softly. He could see the lifts | 


| that came when the creature had jerked 
| his head up to fill his lungs 
| “Come on, you beast! You've got it 


in you!” he whispered hoarsely “Come 
on, you— Look at him! Look at him! 
Fight now, you old son of a gun! God, 
how I love you for it! Come on, you 
Briarty !” 
HE contest, however, was unequal. 
Perhaps even the dog knew it. He was 


i vehind in the struggle foot by foot 
of distance measured by the 
eye must have told him that he swam in 
vain. Yet he did not turn. He uttered 
| no whine; he gave no cry. Once or twice 
| he raised the fore part of his magnificent 
| body and fixing his gaze at the two silent 


Hus 


watchers, snorted an announcement that 


| though beaten, his spirit was unbroken 

That he could not vice his challet t 

leath in humatr vord t that moment 
ict that P master foly lenr 

humanity of something humanity should 


have had a right to hear 
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Catalog G, with the New 6-cylinder Folder 

explains every detail of Fiat design and con- 
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It is the only encyclopedia which 


Revolution, something no other similar book touches at all. 


Wonderful Cumulative Feature 
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the Winston Cumulative Encyclopedia abreast of the times. 
This new device is handy, not a troublesome loose-leaf affair. 
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Winston’s Cumulative Encyclopedia as in others, but 
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all the information you want. There are no 


THE technical treatises—just plain, short, simple 
JOHN C Anglo-Saxon words, 

4 Winston’s Cumulative Encyclopedia (so-called 
WINSTON because we bring it up to date each year 
COMPANY, without expense to you) is an original work 

from the beginning of A tothe end of Z. 

Philadelphia, It is based on the most recent informa- 
Pa. tion and statistics—indeed, it is the 

only encyclopedia using the last 

Gentlemen :— census reportsin full. Justthink 


of ten volumes, covering nearly 
40,000 articles, with over 2,500 
illustrations, colored plates 
and maps, an absolutely 

new publication inevery 

way, all for $19 to $37, 
according to binding! 
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100-page Prospectus—-F REE. 
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The Second Article on American Preachers 
will appear in Collier’s for April 13 
and will treat of George Hamilton Combs 


Pastor of the Independence Boulevard Church of Kansas City, 


Mo. He isaman of leaf-like frailness,a poet in his employment 


of phrase and imagery. 


His preaching is to the heart and his 
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twenty-year ministryin Kansas City has gathered about him one 


of the greatest churches in his denomination and what is claimed 


to be the most complete working church plant in America. 








Under the Mask 


Continued from page 35 
| The girl, shutting her teeth over her 
|lower lip, tore her gaze away at last and 
lifting her face upward toward the limit- 
less blue, muttered to the sky. Then she 
gave a single heartbreaking laugh and 
turned her back upon the sea. 

“Il loved him,” she said and covered her 
face with Ler hands. “It was your fault.” 


wit N she took these white trembling 

hands from her eyes, however, she 
|saw Paymaster just stepping out of one 
shoe. He was already bare to the waist; 
the sunlight fell upon the rippling muscles 
of his upper body and the ever-changing 
play of sinews in his arms. For the first 
time in her life she realized, even at this 
moment of stress, the beauties of the well- 
trained, hardened human animal, designed 
as a perfect machine of action. For a 
moment she stood transfixed as if there 
had come to her a sudden revelation of 
great truths which the artifice of civiliza- 
tion had long concealed from her. There 
came the whisper of her soul telling her 
that all her life had been devoted to the 





quest of many, many lies. Then fear 
swept ove her. 
“What—are—you—going—to—do?” she 


gasped ¥ 
“Get him!” Paymaster growled. 
“No—no—no!” she cried 
The adventurer grinned tolerantly 
“Who’s doing this—you or me?” he 
asked. 


HE did not seem to hear him 
J “Not on my account!” she screamed 
“No! It’s sure death. Do you hear that, 
you thief! You shan’t do it. Not for 
me!” 

“Who are you? It’s the dog,” snapped 
Paymaster from over his shoulder. His 
back muscles knotted as he leaned for 
ward, loosening a shoe lace with frantic 
fingers. “Look at him! Look at him 
fight. He don't turn around! He don't 
|give it up! Ain’t he game! Game, eh? 
Well, I guess. Do yer think I'd leave 
him go down—that dog!” 

With a deft motion he pulled his belt 
tight around his body, then dropped the 
buckle-pin into the right hole, and had the 
surf been a phalanx of human enemies, 
he would not have ducked his head mor 
viciously as he ran toward it or plunged 
harder as the first curling, half-broken 
}wave, shoulder high, threatened to stay 
his course. 





Kk looked behind him at the moment 

when, after he had taken a half a 
dozen strokes, he felt himself leap forward 
|inthetide. It curled along the shore from 
the river mouth. He could even see its 
sinuous curves. He could see the woman 
jin the sunlight, standing up to her ankles 
in the beach swash, her white skirt shaking 
in the wind, her hair loosened and blown 
back from her high forehead and the 
edges of her front teeth pressed hard 
{against her knuckles 

“Oh, well,” he said, not knowing what 
|he meant in the least, “I guess that’s all 
right, too.” 

Saving his strength, he allowed the 
racing current to bear him outward 
toward the Airedale, who, blowing water 
from his nostrils with every breath, was 
| still fighting his hopeless battle 


| “Hold on, old man-dog,” shouted the 
adventurer, shaking the water from his 
eyes. “Good old boy r 


The beast answered with a feeble yap 
of thanks 

Paymaster, reaching his side, caught 
him by the collar, his knuckles rubbing 
affectionately against the wet, rough hair 
beneath, and turned him around so that 
he no longer fought against the current. 





“Don’t swim, you boob,” he said, swal 
lowing’a slap of the biting salt water 
‘Take it easy. Rest up You and | 
| won't go against this thing. Use sense! 
| That’s where a man has something on 


ou. We're going to swim with this tide 
j along the shore and later we'll try to 
lcross it again.” 





RIARTY seemed to understand; he no 
longer raised his front legs above the 
surface to beat the water into froth with 
each tread, but kept them straight and 
deep, and with every moment that passed 
his breathing became more normal He 
turned toward the man by his side and 
actually grinned his gratitude 
Paymaster smiled back at him, but there 
Wi something grim in his expression 
\lready, turning on his other side, bury 
ing the left side of his head in the water 
and reaching forward in long stretches, 
his shoulder muscles straining, he had 
tried to make a diagonal headway across 


{the current. It had thrown him over on 
ito his bacl He had felt its invisible 
fingers tickling his bar des; white bub 
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Under the Mask 


Continued from page 36 


bles had gone off to the rear to tell of 
this test of strength. The adventurer felt 
his heart pounding. “Some class.” he said 
laconically, and ground his teeth together. 

He realized well enough that every 
moment in the water put him at a disad- 
vantage. He cursed the tide as though it 
were a personal thing for having an un 
failing strength which it exercised against 
aching muscles, which had only a limited 
store of power. The fight to cross the 
current, he knew, must be made sharp 
and short and at once. One fight would 
settle it. He could see the green parasol 
and the shawl hundreds of yards behind 
on the beach, marking his starting point; 
he could see the girl who had walked 
along in the shallow water. Her eyes 
seemed the largest part of her; he knew 
they were fixed upon him, watching for 
every burst of strength, every strategy, 
every sign of weakness. She had not 
made a sound. 

“We've got to fight it now or not at 
all,” he panted to the Airedale. “It’s deeper 
here—better—then—where—you tried it 
Come—on!” 


E swung himself around toward the 
line of breakers, whose backs he 
could see dashing into white splinters as 
they fell, face forward, into the resurging 
froth on the beach. For an instant he al 
lowed himself the enjoyment of the 
brilliant blue heavens above, the dark 
green of the live oak sky line of Mosibo, 
the undulating crest of the white dunes 
below and the sunlight that lay on the 
glistening sands, not fifty yards away, 
where safety, comfort, warmth, life 
beckoned. The young woman stood there 
as if to represent the right to live. Her 
body was bent forward. She held her 
arms in front of her, her fingers stretch- 
ing tensely toward him. She made no 
sound. It occurred to Paymaster that 
she had ample opportunity to take to 
her heels; she might have run off with 
the famous Babett emerald if she had 
wished 
He was fighting the tide now; the pic- 
ture gradually faded from sight. The 
world had narrowed to that little moving 
space, four yards square, where man and 
dog, with reddened eyes and distended 
nostrils, gasped, thrashed, grunted and 
fought, heard the pounding of their 
hearts, felt the thump of blood in their 
arteries and the repulsive touch of the 
thousand soft hands of the mad current 
Paymaster could feel his spirit leap as a 
half a dozen strokes drove his head nearer 
the shore, he could almost hear the in- 
audible challenging curses of his determi 
nation when the tide, swinging this way 
and that, like a snake, robbed him of his 
gain. He turned over onto his other side, 
beginning a new struggle. His mind for- 
got all else but the mastery of muscles 
His nerves whipped his sinews 


B' T when he opened his eyes again, he 
saw that the dog, after all, was the best 
fitted for the battle; he had forged ahead 
two body lengths. The fight had become 
one of courage and pure brute force, the 
question at issue was one of how long the 
spirit would be willing to keep the mus 
cles at their frantic labors, the lungs in 
their agony. The relief of turning for a 
moment into the comforting sweep of the 
tide was whispered in the adventurer’s 
ears by the false and tempting voice of 
surrender. The dog had gained another 
two yards; he was leaving a trail of bub 
bles, beautiful in their gleaming variety, 
swift and graceful in their curving flight 
behind. Paymaster threw his head back 
to relieve the congestion that seemed to 
accumulate there as he drove first one 


hand, then the other into the green tide 
His eyes saw nothing but light and 
shadow mingled in strange confusion. He 
allowed his arms a second of rest; im 


mediately he slid three yards more bs 
hind the dog 

Then the scream of the woman came to 
his ears 


“Man!” 

Paymaster heard. He struck out again, 
opened his eyes and for the first time saw 
that the breaking crests were near He 
drove his legs like a madman and in his 
madness, too, W isted a long breath on a 
laugh of defiance. 

\ moment later he saw the Airedale 
rising on the round top of a wave, saw 
him ride forward, perhaps out of the cur 
rent, and then turn as if to swim back to 
his less successful companion. Paymaster 
knew the meaning of the look in the 
creature’s brown eyes 

“No! No! You fool!” he panted 
“Go on!” 

His mouth filled with water, he tried to 


it. but it wer lown his throat 


with a gasp for breath. It set his head 
spinning. 

“Man!” 

The voice sounded above the rush and 


pounding of waters. 


E fought on blindly. 

A century seemed to pass. At last, 
through the film, he could see the dog 
lifted by a white-crested wave and hurled 
with helpless legs onto the beach. He 
knew that he, too, was now in the surf. 
Something was tumbling him over and 
over. His legs went above his head, his 


head went down through the green depths. | 


He came up to the surface again in the 
trough of the seas, felt himself swung 
along with the surging back of the boiling 
waters, and recognized the thing which 
caught him by his feet and legs and sent 
him whirling under again. 

The second time, when he felt the sun- 
light on his back, he opened his eyes in 
a daze. 

Miss Babett was coming toward him. 
She was waist deep in the water. A 
breaker almost covered her. She plunged 
forward. 

“Go back!” shouted Paymaster. “The 
undertow! The undertow! Go back.” 








The sliding waters dragged him down | 


again. The whole world seemed to fade 
away. The only color left was the 
emerald green, the only sound the hiss 


and roar of the surf. The life in his | 


body had gone; only the mind seemed to 
live. “Go back!” it shouted voicelessly. 
“Go back! Go back!” 

He felt the touch of hands at last. 
Fingers clutched his armpits. In a dull 
way he was conscious of movement. His 
bare heels were being dragged over the 
sand. 

Suddenly, after an agonized journey 
through the space of unconsciousness, it 
occurred to him that he was in disgrace. 
He fought for self-possession. He found 
himself squirming on the sand; he opened 
his eyes and looked up. 

The woman was kneeling by his side, 
wet to the skin and panting. One sleeve 
of her clinging, embroidered waist had 
been ripped from shoulder to wrist. 

“Umph!” growled Paymaster disgusted 
ly. “This is a nice sketch!” 


HEN without knowing what he was | 


doing, he dragged himself forward to 

the shallow water and began to wash off 
the blotches of sand that clung to his skin. 
The performance suggested a weak and 
wounded animal, whose vanity persists 
through its desperation. Probably the 
consciousness of this gave the adventurer 
his second prod of embarrassment. He 
straightened himself, staggered up the 
beach and pulled on his clothes. Then he 
turned and for several minutes stared 
down the incline of the sands at the ocean 
that had been his adversary 

Che dog licked his hand 

He looked up 


He saw that the girl’s bare arm was | 
thrust out toward him; in the open palm | 


of her hand lay the ring of the Babetts, 
the emerald dancing with green and red 
fires, as if the stone had a spiritual life. 
“Yours,” she said coldly. 
Paymaster lifted his eyes and looked for 


a moment deep into her gray ones before | 
he took the ring, and clutching at her | 


hand, gazed for a moment down the empty 
expanse of beach. 

“Nix,” said he, and shook his head 
sheepishly. 

Then, gently and deliberately, he slipped 
the ring back onto the finger from which 
it had come. 

The effect upon Miss Babett could not 
have been more astonishing! 

“Why did you do that?” she screamed 
as if he had struck her. “Why do you 
act so much like a gentleman if you aren't? 
It’s all horrible!” 


LYMASTER smiled at her tenderly 

“Come, ma’am,” he said. “You'd bet 
ter go on home now. Your way is up the 
beach and mine is down, do you under 
stand? Take your dog, ma’am. He’s a 
good dog. I wished he was mine. Tell 
‘em that you saw me, and that Paymaster 

says—that—you—is the real stuff.” 

She only pressed her palms against her 
bosom and trembled 

“Come, ma’am,” insisted Paymaster 
firmly. “You'd better go. Your way is 
up the beach and mine is down.” ; 

The girl stiffened her body with an ef 
fort and walked off slowly toward the 
green parasol which still looked like a 
spot of green paint dropped on the black 
and white technique of the beach. 

He watched her with a painful, bitte: 
smile upon his hard mouth Once or 
twice he tried to call to her 

Say!” he finally shouted 








Merchant -Tailored 
Clothes 


are cut and shaped 
exactly to your figure. 
Thats the reason they 
are so much better. 


Guaranteed Fabrics 
are exclusive in pattern 
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why carefully-dressed 
men prefer them. 


Ask a Dlerchant Tailor 


J R Keim & Co 
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Travelers Insurance Co., 


Hartford, Conn. 


Dear Mother: 


If I could come, feeling that my 
children would not be a burden to you, I 
would gladly do so, because the house is 
too heavy a burden for me. It is im- 
possible to meet the notes on the home 
and provide a comfortable living for the 
children. 

As I see the little sum of money, 


Gentlemen : 

Please accept my thanks for> your 
kind remittances which you have sent me 
each month, following the sudden death 
of my husband. It is hardly necessary for 
me to tell you how much this monthly in- 
come has saved me from worry and pessible 
that George left, growing smaller each privation. 
day, the uncertainty of the future has as- My husband's untimely death left 
sumed a serious aspect. The shock of me the eof two children and I shudder 
George’s sudden death was enough with- as I think what might have become of us 
out this unexpected worry of things which without his forethought and your prompt- 
Very truly yours, 

Sarah B. F 


Devotedly, ness. 
Charlotte. (Mrs. J. 


are all new to me. 


WHICH OF THESE LETTERS WOULD YOUR WIFE WRITE? 


S the father, upon your forethought and labor rest the welfare, 

decent living and happiness of your wife and ¢ ren. In case 

of your death, our Guarante¢d Low Cost Monthly Income Policy. means a 

monthly income for your family—not a princely fortune, but enough to 
“make both ends meet.” 

Our interesting booklet tells all about it; write for one today. 


The Travelers Insurance Company 


HARTFORD, CONN. 


Please send me particulars regarding Guaranteed Low Cost Monthly Income Policy 
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ERE’S the greatest 
improvement in 
motorcycle construction— 
TY, : 7 st 

the Thiem Two-speed Hub. “Vurn 
of crank starts motor. A slight pressure 
on the low-gear pedal and you're off, 
steadily as an auto. Another pressure, 
and you are on high gear. Every varia- 
tion of speed at your command. You can 
stop in congested traffic, in deep sand, 
or in the middle of steepest hills and re- 
start without dismounting or pedalling. 






The first and only proven 


Two-speed Motorcycle 


Nine years of grueling road service has 
proved the success of the Thiem Tawo- 
speed Hub. In use on 90% of European 
motorcycles for years. No other Ameri- 
can machine has it. Thisadvantage with 
many other exclusive features put the 
Thiem years in the lead. Duplex Three- 
way Carburetor permits 25% saving of 
gasoline-——handle bar control enables you 
to keep your hands on handle bar at all 
times—patented Cushion Spring Seat and 
Forks absorb all jars and shocks. The 
most noiseless, most comfortable and 
cleanest of Motorcycles. Let us prove 
the truth of these strong statements. 


Write for Catalog 


which many 
exclusive improvements. 
Prices $145 to $235, 25 

bigger value than others, 
JOERNS-THIEM 

MOTOR CO. 

American National Bank Bldg 
ST. PAUL, Minn. 
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Persons Often Look Alike 
Without Being Alike 
Other mountings may look like Shur-on 
Mountings, but close inspection will show 
that better mechanical construction which 

makes Shur-ons, when properly adjusted 
Comfortable, Convenient, Durable 
Write us for “* How, 
E. KIRSTEIN SONS CO. 
Established 1864 Third Ave., Rochester, N. Y. 
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Open Territory 
For Agents 










SPEED 
ENDURANCE —af@ PE 
AP) SAG) MOTOR 
BS] SAS CYCLES 


[4t0 8H. P.| $140 to $225 [Bookie Free] 


AMERICAN MOTOR CO., 810 Centre Si., BROCKTON, MASS. 
















Convert Your Bicycle into a 
Motor-Cycle oii. soeel 
Als Marine and Stationary M 


ors and Castings. Stam 





Steffey Mfg. Co., 2940 Girard Ave., Phila, Pa. 





The largest number of successful clients is our proof of 


Patents that PROTECT 


stamps for new 128 0k tal_Inte 
A, B. LACEY, Dept. 51, Washington, D. C 


rest t vent 


Estab 1869 


R & 





om 


Make Up Mate and eA Z i 
B. TRADEMORE COMPANY, Toledo, Ohio 


Make Up Wisden, war Nis, Grea 
ing Paste, Black ( 
og of Pia 























| 


| you seen him? 


| dicated in Mr. Craye’s hand, but I couldn't 





Old Duggie 


(Continued from page 19 

“But he’s improving every day. Have 
? You must notice the dif- 
ference?” 

“There is a difference.” 

“He only wanted taking out of himself. 
I think he found his sister Florence’s in- 
fluence a little oppressive sometimes.” 

“No, but see here,” I said, “are 
going to marry him?” 

“(’m only a palmist 
be a clairvoyant. 


you 


I don’t pretend to 
\ marriage may be in 


say without looking at it.” 

‘But I shall have to tell her something 
definite, or she won't give me a moment’s 
peace.” 

“Tell her her brother is of age. 
that’s definite enough?” 


APP Icouldn’t get any more out of her. 
I went back to Florence and reported. | 
She got pretty excited about it. 
“Oh, if I were a man!” she said. 
I didn’t see how that would have helped. 
I said so 
“l’d go straight to Edwin and drag him 
away. He is staying at his club. If 
were a man | could go in and find him—” 
“Not if you weren’t a member,” I said. 
And tell him what I thought of his 
conduct. As I’m only a woman, | have to 


Surely 


| wait in the hall while a deceitful small boy 





| must find my father and tell him all 
| haps you may rouse him to a sense of 


| Question and beat it for Europe 


pretends to go and look for him.” 

It had never struck me before what a 
splendid institution a club was. Only a 
few days back I’d been thinking that the 
subscription to mine was a bit steep. But 





z 


_ 


now I saw that the place earned every cent | 


of the money 
“Have you no influence with him, Regi- 
nald?” 


I said I didn’t think I had. She called 


me something. Invertebrate, or some- 
thing. I didn’t catch it. 
“Then there’s only one thing todo. You 


Per- 


what is right. You may make him re- 
member that he has duties as a parent.” 


5 er art it far more likely that I 

should make him remember that he | 
had a foot. I hadn’t a very vivid recollec- 

tion of old man Craye. I was quite a kid 

when he made his great speech on the Egg 

but what 

I did recollect didn’t encourage me to go 

and chat with him about the duties of a 

parent. 

As I remember him, he was a rather 
large man with elephantiasis of the tem- 
per. I distinctly recalled one occasion 
when I was spending a school vacation at 
his home, and he found me trying to shave 
old Duggie, then a kid of fourteen, with 
his razor 

“IT shouldn’t be able to find him,” I said. 

“You can get his address from his law- 
yers.” | 

“He may be at the North Pole.” 

“Then you must go to the North Pole.” 

“But say ég . 

“Reginald !” | 

“Oh, all right.” 

I knew just what would happen. Par- 
bury and Stevens, the lawyers, simply 
looked at me as if I had been caught 
snatching bags At least. Stevens did. | 
And Parbury would have done it, too, only 
he had been dead a good time. Finally, 
after drinking me in for about a quarter 
of an hour, Stevens said that if I desired 
to address a communication to his client, 


Say 


| care of this office, it* would be duly for- 


| and 


warded. Good morning. 
Anything further? No, 
morning, Good morning 

I handed the glad news on to Florence 
and left her to do what she liked about it. 
She went down and interviewed Stevens. 
I suppose he’d had experience of her. At 
any rate, he didn’t argue He yielded up 
the address in level time. Old man Craye 
was living in Paris, but was to arrive in 
New York that night, and would doubt- 
less be at his club 


Good morning. 
thanks. Good 





- was the same club where Edwin was | 
hiding from Florence I pointed this 
out to het 

“There’s no need for me ti 
all.” I said “He'll meet 
they can fight it out in 
room. You've only to 
plaining the facts.” 

“T shall certainly 
in writing, but, n¢ 
him I 


» butt in after | 
Edwin there, | 
the smoking | 
drop him a linc ex- 


with him |} 
you must see 


communicate 


vertheless, 


cannot explain everything in a 
letter 
“But doesn’t it strike you that he may | 
think it pretty bad gall-impertinence, don’t | 


you know, for a comparative stranger like | 


me to be tackling a delicate family affair | 
like this?” 

“You will explain that you are acting 
for me.” 

“Tt wouldn’t be 


better if old Dugeie | 
went along instead?” 
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Our little 
book on 
revolvers 


illustrated by famous artists 
and beautifully printed—with in- 
formation of genuine interest and 
important facts for buyers. It is well 


worth reading. Send for free copy. 


“ . 
Smith & Wesson 
428 Stockbridge St. , Springfield, Mass., U.S.A 


We show here a .38 Double Action Perfected 
Smith & Wesson. You have your choice of 3*4, 
4 and6 inch barrel, blueor nickel finish, rubber 
or pearl stock. Our booklet shows full line. 











Look for Gmery when you buy shirts. 


In Emery Guaranteed Shirts, at $1.50 up, you get the same prac- 
the same SATISFACTION, as in the 
custom shirtmaking; J 


exacting 
for your 
saving of 


tical results most 
and a good deal more value 
money, in material and workmanship—to say nothing of the 


bother and delay. 


Note these Gme¥ points: 


FABRICS are tested for color and weave and are guaranteed dependable. 
NECKBANDS are pre-shrunk—to unvarying All measurements 


you get 


Insure 


sizes. 


are guaranteed to be exactly as marked on the shirt. 

SLEEVE LENGTHS, for men of long, medium and short reach, are cut in 
each size of shirt 

SHIRT BODIES are expertly drafted and cut on generous lines so that there 
is no binding or pulling 

SEVEN INSPECTIONS of each shirt are made rotect our guarantee of 
fit, color and wear. 

CICKET in each shirt means money back or—a New Shirt for 


GUARANTY 


One That Fails. 
WRITE i BOOK illustrating and describing the styles for 
FOR THE Spring and Summer. Let us fill your order 


through your dealer. 
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WITH the Slithering Sweep of the 

Scythe the Farmer mows the Grass 
in his Meadows. To dig up the Weeds in 
his Garden by the Roots he takes the Hoe. 


The First is the True Cutting 
Principle of the 


“Universal” Safety Razor | 


which severs each hair 
cleanly, without 
or irritating the face. 


scraping 


The perfect tempering of 
*‘Universal’’ hollow ground 
blades holds their extremely 
keen edge and eliminates 
the customary constant new 
blade outlay. 


from the blade, the self regu- 
lating guard insures safety, 
comfort and shaving satisfac- 
tion every day in the year. 


$2.50 everywhere 


including extra blade 


With “Universal” Strop $3.00 
Complete Traveler’s Set $5.00 








Your barber doesn’t use 
a@ scraping razor. 
\ Ask him why. 





Request a ‘‘Univer 


» sal’? Razor Booklet 


from the Master 
Cutlers. 

% ; Landers, 
Frary 
& 
Clark, 


\ 


423 Commercial St., 
New Britain, Conn. 


























6% Investments 


Judicious buying as well as careful 
investigation, enables us to offer from 
time to time a most conservativeclass 
of investments to net the excellent 
interest return of 6 per cent. 

We have recently prepared a cir 
cular describing several bond issues 
which we consider particularly suited 
to investors seeking an attractive in- 
come and safety of principal. 

In each instance the bonds are se 
cured by first mortgage on valuable, 
well located property, are issued un- 
der our serial payment plan, which 
provides for a rapid reduction of the 
debt, and are protected by established 
earnings or personal obligations of a 
substantial character. 

Our present offerings include bonds 
secured by Chicago real estate, ma- 
rine equipment, industrial properties 
and such natural resources as water 
power, timber lands and coal lands. 
These bonds are in $500 and $1,000 
denominations, and available in ma- 
turities from one to sixteen years. 

We strongly recommend your writing 

for Circular No. 761 C 


Peabody, 
Houghteling & Co. 


Established 1865) 
105 S. La Salle Street, Chicago 























How to Accumulate $1,000.00 


Not a difficult thing todo. Buy one of our 
Easy Payment, Profit-sharing 5% upon 
Trust Bonds, paying interest semi-annually, 
and issued in denominations of $500, up. 
Write now for our Free Booklet De Luxe 
It describes our new method of saving. 


GUARANTEE TRUST AND BANKING CO., Atlanta, Ga. 
Bond Department Established 1899 
CAPITAL $500,000.00 


Never too near or too far | 
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Disentangling Old Duggie 


Concluded from page 39 


| “I wish you to go, Reginald.” 

| Well, of course, it was all right, don’t 
you know, but I was losing several pounds 
a day over the business. I was getting so 
light that I felt that, when the old man 
kicked me, I should just soar up to the 
ceiling like an air balloon. 


HE club was one of those large clubs 
that look like prisons. I used to go 
there to lunch with my uncle, the one who 
left me his money, and I always hated 
the place. It was one of those clubs that 
| are all red leather and hushed whispers. 
I’m bound to say, though, there wasn’t 
| much hushed whispering when I started 


| my interview with old man Craye. His 
| voice was one of my childhood’s recol- 
| lections. 
| He was. most extraordinarily like Flor- 
‘ence. He had just the same eyes. I felt 
boneless from the start. 
“Good morning,” I said. 
“What?” he said. “Speak up. Don’t 
mumble.” 
I hadn’t known he was deaf. The last 


| time we'd had any conversation—on the 
subject of razors—he had done all the talk- 
jing. This seemed to me to put the lid 
| on it 
“T only said ‘Good morning,’ ” I shouted. 
“Good what? Speak up. I believe you’re 
sucking candy. Oh, good morning? I re 
member you now. You're the boy who 
spoiled my razor.” 
I didn’t half like this reopening of old 
wounds. I hurried on. 
“T came about Edwin,” 
“Who ?” 
“Edwin. Your son.” 
“What about him?” 
“Florence told me to see you.” 
“Who?” 
“Florenc e. 
“What about her 


I said 


Your daughter.” 


>” 


LL this vaudeville team business, mind 

you, as if we were bellowing at each 
other across the street. All round the room 
| you could see old gentlemen shooting out 
of their chairs like rockets and dashing off 
| at a gallop to write to the governing board 
|about it. Thousands of waiters had ap- 
| peared from nowhere, and were hanging 
about, dusting table legs. If ever a busi- 
| ness wanted to be discussed privately, this 
seemed to me to be it. And it was just 
| about as private as a conversation through 
megaphones in Longacre Square. 

“Didn’t she write to you?” 

“T got a letter from her 
| I didn’t read it.” 

Pleasant, was it not? It was not. I 
began to understand what a shipwrecked 
sailor must feel when he finds there’s 
something gone wrong with the life belt 

I thought I might as well get to the 
point and get it over 

“Edwin’s going to marry a palmist,” | 
said. 

“Who the 
“Not Harry. 
marry a palmist.” 
About four hundred waiters noticed a 
speck of dust on an ash tray at the table 

next to ours, and swooped down on it. 

“Edwin is going to marry a palmist?’ 

“Yes 

“She must be 
Edwin?” 

And just then who should stroll in but 
Edwin himself. I sighted him and gave 
| him a hail. 


H® curveted up to us. It was amazing 
the way the fellow had altered. He 
looked like a two-year-old. Flower in his 
buttonhole and a six-inch grin, and all 
that. The old man seemed surprised, too 
I didn’t wonder. The Edwin he remem 
bered was a pretty different kind of a 
fellow. 

“Hullo, dad,” he said “Fancy 
you here. Have a cigarette? 

He shoved out his case. Old man Craye 
helped himself in a sort of dazed way. 

“You are Edwin?” he said slowly 

I began to sidle out. They didn’t notice 
me. They had moved to a settee, and 
Edwin seemed to be telling his father a 
funny story 

At least, he was 


I tore it up. 


Harry?” 


He’s 


devil’s 
Marry 


going to 


mad Hasn’t she seen 


meeting 


talking and grinning, 


and the old man was making a noise like 
distant thunder, which I supposed was his 
way of chuckling. | slid out and left them 

Some days later Duggie called on me 
The old boy was looking scared 

“Reggie,” he said, “what do doctors call 
it when think you see things when you 
don’t Hal-something. I’ve got it, what 
ever it 1 sometimes caused by over 
work. But it can’t be that with me, be 
cause I’ve not been doing any work. You 
don’t think my brain’s going or anything 


like that, do you 


do you mean? been 


W hat’s 





haunted. I read a story 


somewhere of a fellow who kept thinking 
he saw a battleship bearing down on him. 
l’ve got it, too. Four times in the last 
three days I could have sworn I saw 
my father and Edwin. I saw them as 
plainly as I see you. And, of course, 
Edwin’s at home and father’s in Europe | 
somewhere. Do you think it’s some sort | 
of a warni ing? Do you think I’m going 
to die? 

“It’s all right, 
matter of fact, they are both in New York | 
just now.” | 





old top,” | said. ‘As a| 


“You don’t mean that? Great Scott, 
what a relief! But, Reggie, old rox, it 
couldn’t have been them really. The last 
time was at Louis Martin’s, and the fel- | 
low I mistook for Edwin was dancing all | 
by himself in the middle of the floor.” 

I admitted it was pretty queer. 


WAS away for a few days after that 

in the country. When I got back | 
found a pile of telegrams waiting for me. 
They were all from Florence, and they 
all wanted me to go to Madison Avenue. | 
The last of the batch, which had arrived | 
that morning, was so peremptory that | 
felt as if something had bitten me when | 
I read it. 

For a moment [| admit I hung back 
Then I rallied. There are times in a man’s 
life when he has got to show a flash of 
the old bulldog pluck, don’t you know, if 
he wants to preserve his self-respect. I 
did then. My grip was still unpacked 
I told my man to put it on a cab. And in 
about two ticks I was bowling off to the 
club. I left for England next day by the 
Lusitania. 

About three weeks later I fetched up at 
Nice. You can’t walk far at Nice without 
bumping into a casino. The one I hit my 
first evening was the Casino Municipale 


in the Place Masséna. It looked more 
or less of a Home From Home, so | 
strolled in 

There was quite a crowd round the 


boule tables, and I squashed in. And when 
I'd worked through into the front rank | 
happened to look down the table, and 
there was Edwin, with a green Tyrolese 
hat hanging over one ear, clutching out 
for a lot of five-franc pieces which the 
croupier was steering toward him at the 
end of a rake 

I was feeling lonesome, for I knew no 
one in the place, so I edged round in his 
direction. 

Halfway there I heard my name 
and there was Mrs. Darrell 


| SAW the whole thing in a flash. Old 
man Craye hadn’t done a thing to 
prevent it—apart from being eccentric, 
he was probably glad that Edwin had 
had the sense to pick out anybody half 
as good a sort—and the marriage had 
taken place. And here they were on their 
honeymoon 

I wondered 
ing of it 

“Well, well, well, here we all are,” | 
said. “I’ve just seen Edwin. He seems to 
be winning.” 

“Dear boy!” 


called, 


what Florence was think- 


she said. “He does enjoy 


it so. I think he gets so much more out 
of life than he used to, don’t you?” 
“Sure thing. May I wish you happi 
ness? Why didn’t you let me know and 
collect the silver fish-slice ?” 
“Thank you so much, Mr. Pepper. I did 


write to you, but I suppose you never got 
the letter.” 

“Mr. Craye didn’t make any objections, 
then?” 

“On the contrary He was more in 
favor of the marriage than anyone.” 

‘And I'll tell you why,” I said. “I’m 
rather a chump, you know, but I observe 
things. I bet he was most frightfully 
grateful to you for taking Edwin in hand 
and making him human.” 


Why, you’re wonderful, Mr. Pepper 


Chat is exactly what he said himself. It 
was that that first made us friends.” 

‘And—er—F lorence ?” 

YHE sighed 
‘J “I’m afraid Florence has taken the 
thing a little badly. But I hope to win 
her over in time. I want all my children 
to love me.” 

‘All your what?” 

“I think of them as my children, you 
see, Mr. Pepper. I adopted them as my 
own when I married their father. Did 
ou think T had married Edwin? What a 
funny mistake. I am very fond of Edwin 
but not in that way No, I married Mr 
Craye. We left him at our villa to-night, 
is he had some letters to get off. You 
must come and see us, Mr. Pepper. I al 
ways feel that it was you who brought 
us together, you know. I wonder if you 
vill be seeing Florence when you get 
bacl Will you give her my very best 
love? 









$3, 


That $3.50 
You like and 
in a Hat $4.00 


Every genuine Mallory 
Hat bears this Mallory 
trade mark 


The Men You Meet 


are the men whowear Mallory 
Hats. Not clothing - store 
figures nor society dandies— 
but real men, who pay for 
what they want but not a 
penny more than it’s worth. 
They are men of refinement, 
who appreciate high value. 
Even outside of the cravenet- 
ting process, controlled ex- 
clusively by Mallory for all 
hats, a feature that keeps it 
proof against rain, snow and 
sun, there is the money’s full 
worth in every Mallory Hat. 
Mallory Hats are made in 
styles of dignity; always 
abreast of the times, they are 
to be had in all the right col- 
ors and attractive shapes. 
The fur felt is of highest 
quality. Mallory dealers 
always carry a complete line. 


E. A. MALLORY & SONS, Inc. 
Office: 
13 Astor PI., cor. Broadway, New York 
Factory: Danbury, Connecticut 


Our New York store is at 
1133 Broadway, cor. 26th Street 


Boston Store: New Location, 30 Boylston St. 


Look in 
for the Your 
Mallory Dealer’s 

Glass Sign Window 

















Have Your Own Steel 
Fireproof Garage 
Any Man Can $7250 


Set It 
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Have your own Garage—make sure no one is using your car 








without your knowledge Save $2 $35 monthly Garace 
harge Save $50 ¢t $100 cost o building by ordering 
Edwards Fireproof Steel Garage 
Shipped complete, F. O. B, Cincinnati, on receipt of $72.50 
Any man can set it up, ready for use, in a few hours, Blue 
prints and simple directions come with shipment Sizes come 
10 feet wide, 14 16, 18 or 20 feet long, 10 feet high Ample roon 
for largest car and all equipment Absolutely Fireproof 
Weatherproot, Indest ructible. Locks most securely An 
artistic structure ny owner will be sages Booklet, with 
full des iption and illu stration, sent on 65 
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Ghost Lights 


(Continued from page 25 
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Blood-red deep-sea’ crayfish, mon- 
strous and distorted crabs, fish that were 
all head and jaws with long, whiplike 
tails, fish that were all stomach and rend- 
ing parrotlike beak, creatures that were 
eyeless but with long, groping antenne, 
and creatures whose immense staring 
eyes were out of all proportion to their 
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theirs that their own bodies might have 
been easily pulled through them by the 
tails. The creatures themselves became 
insignificant beside those gaping traps. 
The visitors began to feed, but with no 
great haste. It was just a matter of scoop- 
ing in, and gulping down violently, the 
preoccupied victims. Once between those 
jaws there was only one way to go—for 
the jaws were lined with long, sharp 
teeth, all pointing inward to the capacious 
and slippery gullet. Fish, shrimps, crabs, 
they were all scooped in impartially, and 
vehemently gulped down into the huge, 
elastic stomachs, where they writhed to- 
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little, fluffy violet flame, once more 
nodding and quivering on the bent tip of 
‘ its tentacle above the silted slab. 

This time it had not long to wait, for 
the success of the late banquet had made 
this spot a popular corner of the world. 

50 \n incredibly monstrous and_ fantastic 
‘— shape came swimming slowly past. With | 
huge, blank eyes it took note of the violet 
lure, and turned to investigate it. 

The new arrival, obscurely visible in its 
i own green-silvery illumination, was a sort 
of double-decker in appearance. About 
five feet in length, its head and the hinder 
third of its body were not unlike those duu 
of an immensely fat and large-mouthed | ¥ = 


7 ea . was, indeed, a peculiarly distorted mem- A N AUT OGRAP H OF ROB ER T E. L E E 


dering ber of the eel family. Its distortion was 
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till its membranes were almost as trans- 
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proof, low its body in something the shape ofa of aakaibions "LL.B nmin ae 
ran dirigible balloon. Into this amazing re- oe ; y U. S. conducting standard resident school and giving same instrue- 
‘ ceptacle was neatly packed, lengthwise, a For presents @ Collier’s maintains an me ‘Gnarante © pooper geedantes Wea toe - 
|. Ohio stout blackish fish of not less than two y : amination. Only law school giving Complete Course in Oratory and 
is! V : Public Speaking. School highly endorsed and recommended by 
t reet and a half in length together with N ON sso a ng angi | office at W ashington to | Omigials, Business Men, Renna deme aoa Sadeune ‘On A ty Sos. 
¢ ass c aman S . Oo matter who 1! Is oO e rae te | n of its kind ir he e world Send pa. for L Handsome! 1. 
1 mass of little vermilion shrimps. | “SWAN SAFETY” fount. | | answer questions and sup- Iu-trated Prospee Y seetnane lhe sind Medea. 
“ pee ae | , in | HAMILTON COLLEGE OF LAW, 1176 Ellsworth Bldg., CHICAGO, ILL. 
\EN with this enormous maw full, | ]| pen will be the most appre- PF ply information about the 
. : . ° “or | 
however, the fantastic creature had ciated gift. Busi- |f | Do You Like to Draw? 
still a lively appetite. I ossibly he thought For ladies the SWAN" ress Men | Government. The service he pin be — to know : 
the beautiful little violet light would serve is the only pen be- fae” , P , prizt—or a lot of free stuff If you an- 
as a piquant digestive. He opened his| || Ste om¥ Pen» hake | is entirely without charge. ower {hie ad, Mor do.we claim to 
Jaws wide and sailed up to take it in. Its leak no matter sepoeterseas | with & fatnatdt ae 
glow was almost tickling the tip of his in what posi- “SWANT na “ ou enw Mahe naney, cond o cat of 
lower jaw before it whirled lightly aside | tion it is car- worth giving because it Address pertisite of cartoons ond comgld' ten: 
and eluded him. At the same time that | ried. NEVER LEAKS se son plate, and let us explain 
pendulous cylinder of his gorged stom- | This pen mamaen' BLOTS be = vane Semel ot Oartaaning 
‘ h sane rin .d the ist ie h t . f WAY WRITES " ’ ‘ ingmoore Bidg., Cleveland, 0 
Sch eee eed Gene ee ate ies ant tek Glues thdetaaar Collier’s Congressional Record 
rock openec and azily, wit 10ut . ort, Gold, j weler to show 1 a selection astound STUDY At HOME 
absorbed it, with all its half-digested $8.00 Wiushe fer thuneonted nee é Shae | of ae aduate 
contents. The rocklike jaws closed im ——_ re Munsey Building, meat a ia tore 


placably and with a convulsive lashing 
of its tail the swimmer, reduced now to 


something like the normal proportions of | 
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an eel, darted away, leaving a ghastly Paris Brussels Sydney aw colleges—Harvard, Chiengor 
21 : : — Wiseon Ml hi 
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Madam— 


Pneumatic and Solid Tires Are 
Utterly Unfit for Electric Cars 


Pneumatic tires, because of punctures and blow-outs, 
cause women who drive 
ances and expense than all other items put together. 


pleasure electrics more annoy- 
But 


experienced users of electrics will no longer use tires that 


puncture nor tires that cause excessive vibration. They 
choose Motz Cushion Tires. And twenty-two electric 
car makers, knowing their customers’ wants, are now 
equipping their cars with Motz Cushion Tires. They 


make 95% 


Motz Cushion Tires 


of all electric-driven pleasure cars. 





The wonderful feature f the You save many a dollar, too! 
Motz Cus] Tire is its amazing I repair bills are ended. And 
resiliency. Tt is every whit as easy you've tires that outwear 5 sets of 
riding as the properly inflated pneu pneumatics. Motz Cushion Tires 
matic. Has none of the bad fea ire guarantecd tor 10,000 miles 
tures of hard-rubber truck tires, two vears. Pneumatics average less 
which jolt the car's occupants and — than 3,000 miles 
quickly ruin its mechanical parts. Motz Cushion Tires fit anv stand 


rd clincher, universal quick -de 
tachable or demountable rim. 
Every woman, before buying a 


new electric, or new tires for het 
present electric, should know all 
about Motz Cushion Tires. 

Ask your husband to write us or 
else drop us a card, asking for our 
Booklet 89. It tells about Motz 
Cushion Tires and reproduces letters 
from users. Please mention make 
Motz Cushi»n Tires have double, notched and model of your car. 


treads, which prevent skidding and distrib- 
The Motz Tire and Rubber Co. 


ute the weight to the sides. The undercut 
sides allow free action of the bridges. The 

Factories and Executive Offices, AKRON, O. 
BRANCHES 


slantwise, elastic bridges give and yield like 
the air in a pneumatic tire. 
A-~—in the picture shows double, notched 
1737 Broadway, New York; 2023 Michigan 
Avenue, Chicago; 999 Woodward Avenue, 
Detroit; 409 East 15th Street, Kansas City 


treads. 
B—shows undercut sides. 

We also Manufacture Demountable Solid 
and Cushion Tires for Commercial Cars. 





C—shows slantwise bridges. 


D-—-shows absorbing means when passing 
over an obstruction. 
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WANTED—RIDER AGENTS ::""3":" 


making money 

















“Ranger” bicycle furnished by us. Our agents everyw aaiee are 
ast. Write at once for full particulars and shecia offer. 

NO MONEY ey until you receive and upprove of your bicycle 
anyone where in U.S.. without a cent deposit in advance, prepay freight, and 
allow TEN DA Ys’ FREE TRIAL during which time you may ride the bicycle and put 
it to any test you wish. If you are then not perfectly satisfied or do not wish to k 

he bievcle you may shin it back to us at our e ape nse and you will not be o ut one cen 


We ship to 


















LOW FACTORY PRIES fsdures isbfietseeenyores Bogs mat fat | 
bleyele ® ra pal rof tires fr any - eu am I a ; sen sore cata m bercley i lear ‘ 
YOU WILL BE ASTONISHED =.= 32's, Sr sume, xt as og | 
se!l the highest grade bicycles at lower ices t an any other factor We are satisfied with $1.00 prof 
above factory cost BICYCLE DEALERS, can sell our bicycles under urown name plate at d 
ices. Orders filled the day received. 
SECOND HAND BICYCLES—a limited number taken in trade by our Chicago retail stores w e 
out at once, at $3 to $8 each. Descripti ve bargals t mailed free 
TIRES, COASTER BRAKE poe mag ry oli e at halt ese prizes. aeiaceiesee | 
rite i for our Large Catalogue beautif strated ntaining agreat fund of interest | 





DO NOT WAIT— tw 


matter and use i 


MEAD CYCLE ‘CO. 
“How to Grow ee —FREE 


The Fifth Edition of our famous authorita- 
t rose planting. fe il ul ti- 


t costs postal t "Write it now 


Dept. N-54 CHICAGO, ILL. 


SUCCESSFUL mit = E 
Poultry Lessons 


get everything. 





















tive book « 





yating. pruning, etc., is ned with our "etme 
new Ross Catalogue of 40. pages, illustrating to Every New Customer 
SEND A POSTAL, Get Gilcrest 
Conard & Jones Roses Sunn cer cn ae ace ek a 
It also contains ph ytographs in natura SUCE eth L Poultry Lessons given .to 
eslera, comntete. Rene Lover's slender, meunegaes 
and new Free Delivery Offer. Mailed free. 
The Conard & JonesCo.,Box 141, WestGrove,Pa. Successful BROODERS B $G75 2 





Rose Specialists—*0 years’ experience 


et 
513 Second St., Des Moines, 

















Ses Moines Incubator Co., 
is known the world overas syn- 

’ | . onymous with The Best Seeds 
he Name Bu ee That Grow! Are You willing to 

pay a fair price for selected seeds 

it may prove of mutual interest if you 
bright new book of 
Shall 








of the choicest vegetables and most beautiful flowers? If so 
write to-day (a postal card will do) for THE 1912 BURPEE ANNUAI 
178 pages that is intensely interesting to every one who gardens either for pleasure or profit. 
we mail you a copy? If so, what 


is your addres Our address is, W. ATLEE BURPEE & Co., Philadelphia 


This isa 











GREIDER’ SFINECATALOGUE Best Birds, Best Eggs, 


Lowest Prices’. 





; ' red, 62 slated. ‘Mai 
oth ca Saat ee iy sonny Larwest I yi won 2 wis, F 
How a and ma ‘ i! 4 at w es. Send f 

I all sa grea k— I for Profit.”’ 1 how to raise] : 

i s. Price list f WL nl at 10 

B. H. GREIDER, Box 14, Rheems, Pa é J. W. MILLER CO., Box 21, Freeport, Ill 





ORIGINAL—GENUINE 


HORLICK’S MAIED MILK © 


Delicious, Invigorating 


Rich milk and malted-grain extract, in powder. A quick lunch. 


SE Avoid Imitations— Ask for ‘‘“HORLICK’S’’ — Everywhere | | 
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In the World of the Ghost Lights 


Concluded from page 


heedless no less of 
enemies than of victims for which it 
could have no further use. Then, having 
no longer anything to live for, it turned 
on its side and sank to the bottom—to be 
seized upon, before its squirmings were 
still, by a colony of fantastic little lemon 
yellow crabs without eyes 

The yellow crabs would have had a 
varied and numerous assortment of unin 
vited guests to their banquet within the 
next five minutes, but that something 
now turned all attention toward the upper 
waters. 


in a blind circle, 


Directly overhead a bulky glow ap- 
peared, enlarging and brightening as it 
descended. As it drew nearer the pale 
greenish glow was seen to be shot with 
darting lights of white and yellow, blue 
and lilac. Then it resolved itself into 
a turning mass of furiously struggling 
life. At last it settled slowly upon the 


colony of sea lilies—and revealed itself 
as the colossal but almost naked skele- 
ton of a whale, swarming, inside and 


out, with every species of deep-sea scav- 
enger. No wonder the little lemon-vellow 
crabs were left to finish their insignificant 
meal in peace. 


HE whale was one 

harpooned at the 
whalefishers, 
loose. 


which had been 
surface by the 
stripped of its blubber, and 
cast \s the red carcass sank first 
the hordes of sharks had flung themselves 
upon it ravenously, rending away the flesh 
in huge triangular masses. When it 
reached a depth where the sharks could 
no longer endure the pressure, the gigan- 
tic framework almost bare. The 
sharks were succeeded, in ever-increas 
ing numbers, by the myriad voracious in- 
habitants of the depths,—of every family 
and kind except the crawling echinoderms 
and crustaceans, which could not travel 
far from the bottom, and of every size, 
from terrible pikelike creatures twelve 
and fifteen feet long, whose fanged jaws 


was 


might teach prudence to the mightiest of 
the sharks, down to little black purse 
like fish not bigger than one’s hand, all 
jaws and stomach, without fin power to 


tear off the 
had sunk 
the slow, 


juicy morsels into which they 
their ravening teeth. During 
revolving descent of the great 
slower as the 


structure growing ever 

pressure increase the smaller forms 
kept as far as possible on the inside of the 
framework, more or less out of the way 
of their larger and more voracious fe! 


low banqueters. But whether outside or 
within the skeleton, the was an in 
cessant and implacable warfare, the 
guests devouring each other with 
and frank impartiality 


feast 
a large 


AS soon as the skeleton with its seeth 
ing glow had settled upon the bed of 


sea lilies, then all the crawlers from a mile 
about, crayfish and shrimps, crabs and 
stars, mostly eyeless, but ali armed with 
long antenne of marvelous delicacy, came 
thronging up for their shar« The giant 
carcass fairly boiled with light and strif 
In the course of an hour the bones were 
picked so clean that there was noth 
ing left except for those tiny creatures 
armed with drills in their heads, which 
could bore into the solid bone and suck 
its juices. Then little by little the rev- 
elers dropped away, either gorged them 
selves or helping to gorge their bigger 
fellows; and the lights began to fade from 
the great arching ribs and cavernous skull 
of the skeleton 

During all this time the Lyer-in-Wait, 
whose place of ambush was perhaps fifty 


feet distant from the bed of sea lilies, had 
not been faring altogether to his owt 
satisfaction It contrary to all hi 


methods to emerge from the silt and 


Was 


flop over to take a hand in the great 
scramble 

All he could do was to hang out hi 
wavering violet lamp and try to tempt 
some of the discontented outsiders from 
the feast. A few small fry were caught in 


this way, but not n than enough to ex 


cite him In his excitement he allowed 
his terrible, veiled eves to emit a pallid 
elimmer, as they rolled about in the 
search for likely prey; while the violet 
it fairly danced up and down in it 
e to please 
\ll at one however, those glimmering 
s detected something which made the 
ght fade in an instant and the let 
flame go out as if clapped under an ex 
neuisher \W itl , stealtl ; 
ment the Lyer-in-Wait sank himself deeper 
e silt He had seen a long, sicl 
visting feeler—-vards anc are 
f it liding over the ri of e skele 
em ly fslliowed hy several more 
equ qu ‘ But e Ly \ 
( Per t ] | it. «the Hy 


as long as those 
investigating in 


ble—even over his eyes— 
pythonlike feelers were 


that neighborhood. 


| he chanced that one of those colossal 
white squid, or deep-sea Devilfish, 
which herded by the hundred on a con- 
genial slope some miles away, had strayed 
beyond his customary limits. He had prob- 
ably been stirred’ up, and terrified, and set 
to wandering, by the attack of some 
of sperm whales. 


troop 
His vast, all-embracing 


eyes had caught sight of that luminous 
descent of the carcass; and he had come 
to see what was going on. His progress 


had been slow, because, unless in case of 
special urgency, he travels by dragging 
his unwieldy bulk along the bottom, in 
stead of swimming backward like the lit 
tle squid of the surface waters. By the 
time he reached the therefore, there 
was nothing left of the feast to console 
his raging appetite. 

This white and sluggish wanderer was 
by no means one of the largest of his 
awful kind. Yet the sprawling sac of his 
body, with the squat, parrot-beaked head, 
was little under forty feet in length; while 
the ten writhing tentacles, each as thick 
at the base as a man’s thigh, which 
sprouted in a bunch from the head like 
leafstalks from the crown of a carrot, 
added another twenty feet. The tentacles, 
which were armed al along their under 
sides with powerful suction discs, were as 
sensitive, toward the tips, as a 


scene, 


especially 


delicate finger; and they were all cease 
lessly in motion, with a stealthy, quest- 
ing, writhing movement, like so many 
pale and hungry snakes. But the most 
thoroughly nightmarisi. feature about 
the whole unspeakable monster was the 
eyes 

These were two vast concave lenses of 
inky blackness, bulging, and so high that 
their upper rims almost met at the top of 


the head. Absolutely lidless, utterly im- 
mobile, and of an unfathomable malig- 
nancy, they looked as if nothing could be 
hidden from their awful gaze 


Att L over the naked bones of the 
skeleton those ghastly tentacles went 
groping, picking off every tiny creature 
which still clung there, and conveying 
the paltry spoil down to the horrid gnash- 
ing beak. A few fish which had been im- 
prudent enough to linger about the scene 
were pounced upon with a dreadful pre 
cision and swiftness; and some crabs and 
crayfish which were trying to hide among 
the crushed wrecks of the sea lilies found 
themselves snatched up and thrust into 
the parrot beak. But such small fry mere 
lv served as appetizers In a rage the 
pale monster dragged himself completely 
up onto the top of the skeleton, perched 
there for a few moments sprawling all 


giant 


over it, and then let himself down clumsily 
on the other side. His inescapable gaze 
had detected something unusual in that 


neighboring rock slab 

Promptly two twisting feelers traveled 
over to investigate. On the instant they 
took hold with a grip which bit deep into 


the hider’s leathery hee 

The Lyer-in-Wait, finding himself thu 
discovered and ! ete less of escape, instead 
of collapsing in a panic flew into a 
despairing rage He was of a grim and 
battling breed. His eyes burst into green 
Hlan:e, and his cavernous jaws snapped 
madly The spread of those jaws was 
not much under a couple of feet. They 
‘aught a tentacle where it was four or 
five inches thick, and, tough though it 
was, shore it through without an effort 
But in the same moment four more ten 
tacles secured a hold upon his body 
uch a hold that, double and spring and 

ap as he might, he was quite unable to 
inflict any further punishment on his cap 


tor Then, not swiftly but 
vas lifted from his lair 


inexorably, he 


and dragged down 


into the squirming est of tentacles 

Chose vast, inky eyes giared at him with 

ut expression Then the parrot beak 

opened wide, and the Lyer-in-Wait 
ammed into it head first, was swallowed 
one long, strangling gulp 


i apd made h th 
fairly substantial meal, the white mon 


ter backed his unprotected body up against 


nd partly into, the skeleton of the whale 
Then, curling his tentacles careless] 
front of him, he appeared to go to sleep, 
ith eves open Upor the return of quiet 
ae catoea walle shameatus 
th the iwli tars of re Ir gre 
l the darting, interweaving, half it 
g lights trailing pl 
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Pov “Oh, yes! d drive my own car any- 
om, in- i where, any time with the DISCO Self 
the lit : Starter. Just step right in, and I will 
By the turn the little handle on the dash, press 
e, there the button, and we will be off. 


console ae ; j F i 
“This simple little device is used on 


























rer was America’s leading cars, and when I 
of his bought my new car, | made sure that 
- be it had the DISCO. ‘The manufacturers 
d head, ; 
: while needed no urging, however, because they 
s thick had investigated it, and were using it. 
| dinksa ; : 
— Ihe little handle on the dash is the 
= Rey only visible sign of the up-to-date car 
carrot, ‘, ; ; 
ntacles equipped with the DISCO. | have ex- 
under amined a great many and have found 
were as H none so simple, sO positis e, so com- 
Ss, as a pletely in keeping with my limousine.” 
cease 
quest- . 
sone Obtainable on All Cars 
many 
. aes Insist onthe DISCO Starter—not merely 
abou ” 
es the ‘a’ starter or some experimental starter. 
There are 27,000 DISCOS already i 
ises of successful use. “Che following cars carry 
zh that | the DISCO as either regular or extra 
Bis Andy equipment. 
iy 1m- 
malig- Babcock, Benz, Burg, Colby, Crossley (Eng- 
uld be land), Everitt, Franklin, G. J. G., Havers, 
Hudson, Krit, Marmon, Midland, Moon, 
: Nance, Paige-Detroit, Palmer-Singer, Peer- 
e giant less, Pic-Pic (Switzerland), Pilot, Pullman, 
Ss went Rambler, Selden, Sibley -Curtis, Simplex, 
reature Stevens-Duryea, Westcott. 
iveying . 
onash- Disco has but 72 parts. W cighs but 4 Pounds 
en im- ‘ 
» scene Fifteen Branches—Dealers Everywhere 
ul pre- The Aristos Co., 250 West 54th St., New York City — 1002 Boyls- 
bs and ton St., Boston, and at Baltimore and Washington 
among The Disco Pacific Co., 316 California Bldg., Los Angeles, 60! 
P an Ness Ave., San Francisco, and at Seattle, Spokane, 
roun Portland, Tacoma and San Diego 
st into Motor Specialties Co., 651 North Broad St., Philadelphia 
mere Westcott Motor Car Co., Little Rock, Ark. 
' Herring Motor Supply Co., Des Moines, lowa 
ge the Pittsburg Auto Equipment Co., Baum and Beatty Sts., Pittsburg 
pletely Wyeth Automobile & Supply Co., 316-324 N. 2d St., St. Joseph, Mo. 
erched Memphis Motor Car Co., 201 Washington Ave., Memphis 
The Omaha Rubber Co., 1608 Harney St., Omaha 
ing all The Aristos Co., 1501 Michigan Ave., Chicago 
umsily The Watson Sales Co., 56 Edgewood Ave., Atlanta 
> ee McCrae-Whirl Co., 2045 Euclid Ave., Cleveland 
€ Saze Minneapolis Iron Store Co., Minneapolis 
n that } Parsons Sales Co., Kansas City, Mo. 
Motor Accessories Co., Indianapolis, Ind. 
, Nicols, Dean & Gregg, St. Pau!, Minn. 
aveled Disco Auto Starter Co., 117 Nasby Bldg., Toledo, O. 
it they The Disco Sales Co,, 255 Jefferson Ave., Detroit ; 
* into Wiemeyer Motor Co., 3132 Park Ave., St. Louis 
I Russell Motor Car Co., Ltd., West Toronto, Ont. 
More Bros., 417 Front St., Fargo, N. Dak. 
f thu John R. Ball, 41 Patton Bidg., Milwaukee 
ad Jas. G. Barclay, 720 Main St., Buffalo 
nsteac ae een Co., Butte, Mont. ar 
nto a ; : The Von Hamm- Young Co., Ltd., Honolulu 
m and Many leading manufacturers include the DISCO Self Starter as regular equipment on all FOREIGN BRANCHES at London, Paris, Hamburg 
green 1912 models. Many others will gladly furnish it to you as special equipment, on request. : 
lapped : Any manufacturer or dealer can get it for you, and can fit it to ANY carinacouple of hours. 4 
S was t . ° MM 
TI : Make your OLD car up-to-date with the DISCO. No changes in the engine needed is 
1ey : ° ‘ rie . “1° . e 
yur or nothing to teardown. ‘“Uhe DISCO requires no oiling—no attention. It is always ready c 
igh it and it “makes good” all the year round——at 20 below zero or 110 in the shade. It oper- od 
effort ates with acetylene gas from the lighting gas tank and WARMS the engine as it starts it. Orders sent us on this coupon will be F 
. . It is a real STARTER —not merely an engine cranker. shipped within 48 hours, express paid, any- Lo 
ody | whereinthe U.S. or Canada. If installed 
g an - . and srated accord : ail . ' 
and operated according toour directions, we # 
ble to The Disco Self Starter Has But 12 Parts—Weighs 4 lbs. ee a 3 
Ss cap guarantee the to give satisfaction. M 
ly, he With this simple device a child can start’an engine of 100 horse power. A lady can drive If you are not perfectly satished at the end 3 
down } the largest tourimg car anywhere alone. A gentleman in evening dress can motor to of ten days’ fair test, we will take itback and x 
tat “ the opera without the embarrassment of cranking the motor before starting home. The return your money. Catalog if you wish, Hi 
ith : ; T , ‘ 
per DISCO is the finishing touch of automobile comfort. but better order NOW. Youtakeno risk. 5 
Wait The extreme simplicity and absolute reliability of the DISCO Self Starter explain its "ramen peepee: + 
lowed adoption by the experts of the motor world. lert manufacturers have approved and é EXPRESS PAID COUPON s 4 
adopted it only after the most careful study and rigid tests. 5 H 4 
; 5 Dat 7or2. 6 i 
‘] ‘ s 
° 5 IGNITION STARTER CO. H ts 
mon ' , 5 , 
ainst Be Sure Your Car 1S Up-to-Date S 729 Dodge Power Bidg., Detroit, Mich. . { 
i 8 P = sim ‘ ne Four § a 
vhale Important—Owners of Ford, Buick and other cars not equipped with priming cups: a re rer Six § m 
1\ nN , ss ” s g 
sleep We now furnish without extra cost special two-way, guaranteed “Starter” spark plugs, é - DISCO s a a 
quiet making these cars as easy to equip as any other with the DISCO. i. 4 ; H ¥ 
‘ nd Model gnitior H 4 
© ‘ al 
ore: oN 8 & 
if IGNITION STARTER CO. be Ore, MICH. : 
I 6 Ad . fg 
pl e DETROIT, MICH. ‘ ’ a 
j s My Dealer ’ 
wat ’ r : 
me j PPT Te LLL | 
ib ; 
oe - ” ;, ' — Tas | 
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